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950 offset lithoprints s/n 
$68. unmatted 
$85 triple-matted 



ADMIRAL LADNAR’S 95 Artist’s Proofs 

MECHANICAL MACKEREL $85 . unmatted 

©1993 Randal Spangler $106.25 triple-matted 

16 W' x 18 7 /s" image size 

Prints are made on high-quality acid-free paper with lightfast inks. 

Each comes with a Certificate of Authenticity, and a copy of the story, “ Mission to Ohm.” 

Ladnar the wizard has gone to Ohm at the request of the Dragling™ twins, Dagmar and Dewey. 
Aboard his remarkable submarine, they set out insearch of a fabled underwater city. 

Award-winning artist Randal Spangler has shared his fantasy world with thousands of North 
American collectors for sixteen years. Discover his magical vision for yourself. 

To order, call 1 ** 800 - 825*1281 or mail check or money order to: 
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EO. BOX 10161 • KANSAS CITY, MO 64111 

full-color catalog available for $2. 







TELESCOPE OF TIME © 1998 Dean Morrissev 



Ilic popularity of Dean Morrissey's limited edition prints has been phenomenal. Our first release. 
The Sandman's Ship of Dreams, in December 1992. was an immediate sellout. His second limited 
edition. The Mystic Mariner, was oversold before it was released in February 1993. Such has been 
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the ease with each subsequent print — oversold prior to publication. The popularity of his work is 
unlike anything we’ve experienced in our 20 years of print publishing — it’s a phenomenon. 

Each of Demi Morrissey’s limited edition prints tells a story from his upcoming series of children’s 
adventure books. The Telescope of Time is the first hi a series related to Father Time. 
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Ilic print image size is 14-3/8" x 33-3/8". It is printed on archival quality paper to last lor 
generations, and meets the standards of excellence reflected in Mill Pond’s motto — 
The Difference is the Quality. The signed and numbered print of the Telescope of Time, 
limited to an edition of only 5,000, is priced at #195.00. 



CALL NOW 1-800-535-0331 Ext. 105 

Monday - Fridav 8:30 a.m. - 7:00 p.m. Saturday 9:30 a.m. - 4:00 p.m. EST 
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© 1993 Mill Pond Press, Inc., 310 Center Court, Dept. SPA. Venice, Florida 34292-3500 Phone 813497-6020 FAX 813497-6026 
Prints olfered arc subject to availability. Prices are subject to change without notice. 
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future waits among 
the stars, far from 
ttie green hills of 
earth. Artist John 
Berkey shows us 
what may be our 
future home. 
ABOVE: Michael 
Whelan's latest col- 
lection is the SF art 
event of the year. 
Seepage 90 for our 
exclusive sneak pre- 
view. 
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By Gregoi'y Feeley 

Cradled within a carved-out asteroid, the colonists 
hurtled through the void in a visionary leap to their 
new home. But some of the starry travelers had then- 
own agenda in mind. 

44 A Defense of the 
Social Contracts 

By Martha Soukup 

In the future, there will no longer be war, pestilence, 
or starvation, but we will still be suffering from a dis- 
ease far more deadly than those three combined— the 
sickness called Love. 

50 Up the Lazy River 

By Paul Di Filippo 

The rivers of tomorrow, more nanobot than natural to 
correct centuries of abuse, will still be our planet’s 
lifeblood. 



18 Television bydanperez 

This Fall, TV promises to bring us the future. We pro- 
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56 Orphan’s Choice 

By John Morressy 

Beckoning before the lowly apprentice was the life of 
a knight in armor, or that of a great wizard. But first, 
Faragol had to stay alive long enough to choose! 

64 Winter of Love 

By Greg Costikyan 

The year 1968 was famous for the Summer of Love, 
when the youth of America tuned in, turned on, 
dropped out and didn’t trust anyone over 30. What no 
one knew was that a darker season waited ahead. 

70 In The Dark 

By D. William Shunn 

The palace dungeon held two men — one the jailer, the 
other the jailed. But in total darkness, how was one to 
tell which was which? 
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74 The Canals of Mars 

By Don Webb 

Restoring a dead planet to life can take more than sci- 
ence and technology. Sometimes, even the best scien- 
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For Faster Service... Call Our 
24-Hour Toll-Free Hotline: 



Ext. SF309 



Fantastic 
Planet 

This entralling animated fantasy 
is about a future earth run by 
huge blue creatures who keep 
humans as pets. A group of 
humans stage a daring revolt to 
gain their freedom but their 
masters initiate a series of 
repressive acts to maintain con- 
trol. This imaginative film won 
numerous awards at festivals in 



both Europe and the United States. 
#6073 Approx. 72 minutes $19.98 



Send check or money order (no cash) to: 
FUSION VIDEO, 100 Fusion Way Depl. SF309 
Country Club Hills. IL 60478 
1-800-959-0061, ext SF309 



Rocky Horror Picture Show 

This mad mix of classic horror/sci-fi and outrageous fan- 
tasy is one of the most popular cult films of all time. 
Stars Tim Curry, Barry Bostwick and Susan Sarandon. 
Limited quantities available. 

#3750 Approx. 100 minutes $19.98 



Star Wars Trilogy 
Letterbox Collector’s Edition 

For the first time ever on video, all three films in Letterbox 
format to preserve ail the power and sweep of the theatri- 
cal originals. This Letterbox Collector's Edition also 
includes a fourth video, From Star Wars To Jedi, The 
Making Of A Saga, a 48 page George Lucas book, 
Certificate of Authenticity personally signed by George 
Lucas, and incredible hologram packaging. A must for 
every Star Wars fan and collector! 

#5927 Collector's Edition $99.98 

Treasures Of The Twilight 
Zone-Goldsette 
Edition 

You are about to enter another dimen- 
sion. With these words, each week 
Rod Sterling took us on a strange and , , 
weird journey to The Twilight Zone. In 1 
this special collection we ore treated 
to six of the most sought-after 
episodes and rare footage available i , 
nowhere else in the universe!. Truly 
beautiful packaging make this a col- l| 
lectible favorite for all. 

#5928 2 Volumes $29.98 

Buck Rogers 

Join Buster Crabbe in the greatest space adventure ever 
— the original Buck Rogers. This 12 episode, double 
cassette set the standards tor intergalactic action and 
mind-bending special effects! Held in suspended anima- 
tion for 500 years by Nirvano gas. Buck Rogers is dis- 
covered In the 25th century by a scouting patrol. Buck 
quickly learns that criminal masterminds, led by Killer 
Kan, will destroy the earth unless he can devise a plan! 
Filled with action and adventure you won't want to miss 
this serial which started the Sci-Fi craze. 

#6036 Approx. 237 minutes $29.98 

The Day The 
Earth Stood 
Still 

When we first started 
putting this collection 
together, this video was 
on everyone's list as a 
must to include. Made in 
1951 and starring 
Michael Rennie, Patricia 
Neal and Hugh Marlow, 
this film finds Rennie as a 
visitor from another planet who is sent to warn earthlings 
of their self-destructive ways. 

#4109 Approx. 92 minutes $19.98 



Flash Gordon Collector’s Set 

Dale Arden and Dr. 

as they battle 
the Merciless, the 



4 Volumes $79.98 



Gall Force Eternal Story 

U.S. Manga Corps is proud to present one of the : - 

popular animated titles ever to the English-speai g 
world. An ancient war rages between the all-femaid 



lion. While travelling to their new homeworld. Chaos, the 
seven surviving crew members of the Solnoid cruiser 
'Star Leaf’ are cut off from the rest of their fleet. As they 
battle their way to their new home, the young women 
find themselves pawns in the plans of the high com- 
mands of BOTH sides. The crews decision on what to do 
will not only affect the future of their race but that of a 
race which is yet to be. Original Japanese dialogue with 
English subtitles. 



llltralVlan II 

Akira Tsuburaya with Animation 
Director Hiroshi Jenzenji, the most 
famous names in Japanese anima- 
tion present UltraMan. He returns to 
the screen with the hardest-hitting 
action-packed crimebusting extrav- 
aganza ever captured on video. I 
His relentless pursuit of truth, jus- I 
lice and freedom have him up [ 
against the dark forces of tyranny [ 
that threaten the planet. So hold on |_ 
to your seats as UltraMan explodes 
onto the screen with the finest in Japanimation you've 
ever seen. 

#6177 Approx. 86 minutes $29.98 



The Marvel 



Comics 

Collection 

This very special collection 
features three of the most 
requested comic book 
heroes in the best adven- 
tures. The Fantastic Four 
meet Doctor Doom in a 
struggle of good versus evil. 
Spider-Man & His Amazing 
Friends introduces us to 
other super heroes .ceman 
and Fireslar. The final vol- 
ume features X-Men.' 
be the idea for the 
Mutant Ninja Turtles, 
features a group 
who use their superpowers 

3 Volumes 
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Letters 



Dear Sir 

My interest in science fiction started at the 
tender age of 10, when I stalled seriously to 
draw rocket ships instead of cal's, concocted 
stories of moody professors sending brave 
young men to the stars in glorious rockets 
that resembled chromed Buicks, and got to 
meet Robert Heinlein at his home in Col- 
orado Springs, Colorado during my high 
school years. I now live in Hollywood, and 
the lead-in photo of the Blade Ru nner police 
headquarters building on page 22 of the May 
issue caught my eye. I designed the vehicles 
and concept ideas for the street sets for 
Blade Runner. The accompanying essay, 
written by Robert Silverberg, raised yet 
again the presumption that there is some- 
thing inherently questionable about taking 
the time and expending the energies to com- 
pose an inventive, convenient lifestyle. 

Yes, we in America do ei\joy a lifestyle that 
is wondrous. Do you know why we enjoy 
such a “science fiction” daily access to in- 
formation exchange, conveniences and ease 
of choice? Because we invented all the ways 
to make it work that way! Do you know why 
people in Zimbabwe, Tunisia and Bang- 
ladesh don’t have their lives organized the 
way we do? Because they are caught in an 
intellectual and philosophical miasma pro- 
duced by rigid adherence to ancient rules 
systems completely irrelevant in this late 
20th century; breed like prized rabbits; and 
have, essentially, lost the ability to culturally 
organize anything for any coherent purpose 
whatsoever. 

As Americans, we have invented the 
world’s first successful continuous socio- 
economic revolution, fueled by a unique 
blend of people from all cultures cooperat- 
ing to continuously analyze, reinvent, solve 
and participate in our own collective future. 
The idea demonstratably works, even al- 
lowing the apologists, the greenies and other 
pseudo-intelligentsia guilt panderers to ride 
in their Volvos and Cherokees whilst mak- 
ing dinner reservations on their cellular 
phones. I continue to glamorize, promote 
and dramatize the wonders of imagination 
matched to technological accomplishment. 
I instinctively reject as essentially elitist the 
pretention that technology is responsible for 
the currently perceived malaise. Do air con- 
ditioning, guns, or cars make killers of us all? 
More to the point would be reflection on the 
wealth of information at hand, the acceler- 
ating rate of discovery and technique, and a 
lessening of the preposterous insistence on 
what we should call people, and whether or 
not they are “happy”. 

Next time Mr. Silverberg chooses to visit 
some remote country, he might investigate 



the relative convenience of a jet flight to the 
nearest international airport and involve- 
ment with an infrastructure support tour 
group that can provide comforts and pre- 
dictability while observing the charming 
remnants of once-great civilizations, where 
the inhabitants are apparently content to 
squat on the carcass of their ancient achieve- 
ments. But for heaven’s sake, don’t rue the 
fact that they don’t have all the niceties we 
have worked so hard to invent, manufacture 
and make available to ourselves! 

Syd Mead 

Hollywood, CA 

Science fiction has long been known as 
the literature of ideas. Writer Robert Sil- 
verberg and artist/cinematic designer Syd 
Mead each have their own take on the idea 
of prosperity and our Science Fiction fu- 
ture. What do you think? 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

I was delighted at the layout and illustra- 
tion for my “Afterwar” in the July issue. 
However, the quote in the contributors col- 
umn is missing one very important word. 
What I said was that “in my own experience 
I’ve found the SF market better in short 
length and fantasy better in book lengths.” 
The omission of the word “market” changes 
the meaning of the quote quite dramatically. 
I was not saying anything about the quality 
of SF or fantasy writing in relative lengths. 
There are excellent examples of both in all 
lengths, obviously. 

I have nothing against being controversial 
occasionally, but if I’m going to be ridden out 
of town on a rail, I’d rather it wasn’t for 
something I didn’t say and don’t believe. 

Sincerely yours, 

Rick Shelley 

Dear Scott: 

I was delighted to see Ernest Hogan’s “Tez- 
catlipoca Blues” in the July issue of SF Age. 
I think Hogan is the most original voice to 
hit science fiction since Harlan Ellison. Let’s 
see more of his work, please. 

The magazine keeps getting better with 
each issue. Keep up the good work. 

As ever, 

Ben Bova 



Readers — While we can’t publish or re- 
spond to every letter, rest assured that all 
letters are read and taken into account as 
we create what we hope is the best SF mag- 
azine ever! Please let us know how we’re 
doing at: Letters to the Editor, Science Fic- 
tion Age, P. 0. Box 369, Damascus, MD 
20872. 
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HARVEST OF STARS 
0 - 312 - 85277-0 • $ 22.95 
AVAILABLE IN AUGUST FROM 

TOR BOOKS 



Poul Anderson 

HARVEST 

OF 

STARS 



“A vivid, fast-paced novel on a 
grand scale. Anderson’s mix of 
action, colorful characters and 
fascinating concepts make 
Harvest of Stars a. great read.” 

— Larry Bond, author of Vortex 

“They don’t get much better 
than this: action, suspense, 
mystery, adventure — and 
characters you’ll remember like 
old friends for a long time to 
come.” 

— Jerry Pournelle, co-author of 
Footfall and The Gripping Hand 



“Must rank as one of Anderson’s 
finest works — if not his best.” 

— John Jakes 



“A TRUE MASTERPIECE, 
Harvest of Stars is an 
important work not just of 
science fiction but of 
contemporary literature.” 
— Keith Ferrell, editor, Omni 



Editorial 

By Scott Edelman 



Science Fiction is the stuff 
that dreams are made on. 




RECENTLY TOOK TIME OUT BETWEEN ISSUES OF 
Science Fiction Age to reacquaint myself with 
the works of one of the greatest SF authors who 
ever lived. I read of men changed into beasts, 
Forbidden Planet. miracle drugs that feigned death and forged love, and 
beings who pierced the veils of time and space to com- 
municate with those of our earthly realm. 

This writer never won any of the awards of our genre. 
The Hugo, Nebula and World Fantasy awards had not 
yet been invented, but I like to think that had he lived to 
write in our time, he would have swept them all. He 
combined Isaac Asimov’s love of cerebral intrigue, Alice 
(James Tiptree, Jr.) Sheldon’s gender-bending playful- 
ness, Robert A. Heinlein’s skill at creating likeable char- 
acters, Frederik Pohl’s talent at socio-economic ex- 
trapolation, and Theodore Sturgeon’s love of the poetry 
of language. He died before you were bom, but chances 
are you’ve read him.His name was William Shakespeare. 

“What!” you may be thinking. “Surely you don’t mean 
the musty Bard in doublet and hose, he of forsooth and 
gadzooks and to be or not to be whom I had beaten into 
my head back in school?”Yes, that William Shakespeare. 

When they teach you Shakespeare in school (and you 
know just which “they” I mean, the ones who think that 
the candy of the last generation should be made to go 
down like medicine for this one), they always forget to 
tell you that his works are supposed to be as fun and 
exciting as this month’s best SF or fantasy release — and 
with a great deal more in common with these than with 
the snooty culture vultures. 

If we take a moment to look at Shakespeare the way 
his audience surely saw him and compare him to our 
own SF world, the dust begins to fall from his plays. In 
many ways, his stories were the same as ours, the only 
difference being the method of metaphorical expres- 
sion. Ours is a technological age, and the metaphors we 



Hollywood trans- 
formed Shakespeare 
into SF with the 
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use in SF to describe ourselves are of a technological na- 
ture — mechanical, robotic, industrial, full of both elec- 
tric hums and the soot of the factory. Shakespeare’s, 
however, was a biological age, and thus the metaphors 
that he chose to advance his plots were the same — 
earthy and mystical, lush and green. 

So it is that in Macbeth, when the three Weird Sisters 
predict that the titular Thane of Glamus will become the 
Thane of Cawdor and then king, the prognostication is 
a thing of witchcraft and magic. But when Asimov’s Hari 
Seldon predicts the rise and fall of intergalactic civi- 
lization, it is psychohistory, a thing of gleaming science 
instead. Had Shakespeare lived in our time, his Sisteis 
might have become a supercomputer spitting out data. 

Luke Skywalker is our Hamlet, taking revenge on 
Darth Vader, our Claudius, for having killed his father 
figure. Shakespeare changed Bottom into a donkey in A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream through the spells of faerie, 
while H. G. Wells displayed a transformation in the re- 
verse route, using science instead of hexes, in his Island 
of Lost Souls. There is as much action and rhetorical 
bombast in Shakespeare’s history plays as in any mili- ' 
tary SF, if you read him with an open mind and listen, 
for the things for which the Bard’s audience listened. 

I am not the only one able to see that Shakespeare 
and science fiction can easily inhabit the same world. 

Robert Brustein, drama critic of The Neiv Republic , 
gave his production of Macbeth during the 1970-71 Yale 
Repertory Theatre season a decidedly SF flair. He trans- 
posed the “Double, double, toil and trouble” old crones 
into visitors from another planet. “I had been reading 
science fiction,” he has said, “and I came up with this no- 
tion of the Weird Sisters, who are referred to as ‘not like 
the inhabitants of this earth and yet are on it.’ I thought 
to myself, what if they weren’t inhabitants of the earth 
but aliens who came down to advance humankind an 
evolutionary step forward, as in Arthur C. Clarke’s 
Childhood’s End ? One of the ways they would do that 
would be by changing the regal line of Scotland.” 

In 1985, a production married SF and Shakespeare 
even further. Ben Donenberg’s Starship Shakespeare 
placed 10 characters — which included Hamlet, Richard 
III, Othello, Lady Macbeth and others, aboard what was 
obviously the Starship Enterprise, where each 
schemed and plotted for control. 

Perhaps the most famous case of genre cross-polli- 
nation is the 1956 film Forbidden Planet, which turned 
Shakespeare’s The Tempest into a cult movie classic. 
Prospero’s deserted island was transposed to the for- 
bidden planet of the title, Altair-4, where Leslie Nielsen, 
Walter Pidgeon and Anne Francis acted out a story cen- 
turies old, once more made new. 

If you haven’t dipped into Shakespeare for awhile, 
now would be a good time to do so, with these words in 
mind. Not only will his work look all the better for it if 
you put yourself to the task, but when you return, so 
will science fiction itself. □ 
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I" The first pewter 

re-creation ever 
r ’ authorized by 

I Wr~\ Paramount Pictures 

IF of the most famous 

' ' — starship of all time. 

The Starship Enterprise Symbol of the eternal 
quest to explore new worjds. 

Now, the starship that carried Kirk, Spock 
and McCoy to the far reaches of the galaxy can 
be yours. Announcing the first fully authorized 
pewter re-creation of the starship that has 
inspired millions. 

Precisely reproduced with authorization and 
assistance from Paramount Pictures. 

Sculptured and handcrafted in fine hand- 

TM, » A © 1992 Paramount Picture*. All Rights Reserved. 

STAR TREK, and Related Marks are Trademarks of Paramount Pictures. 
AUTHORIZED BY PARAMOUNT PICTURES. 



Aglow with 24-karat gold 
electroplate and sparkling with 
crystals, the Starship Enterprise 
is shown smaller than actual size 
of approximately 10' In length. 



finished pewter. The main sensor and navi- 
gational deflector glow with 24-karat gold 
electroplate. The top propulsion units blaze 
with fiery red crystal cabochons. 

Available only on planet Earth, and only from 
The Franklin Mint. 

Priced at $195. 

RETURN ASSURANCE POLICY ~ 
If you wish to return any Franklin Mint purchase, 
you may do so within 30 days of your receipt of 
that purchase for replac ' r \ .. credit or refund. 



ORDER FORM 



Please mail by October 31, 1993. 



Franklin Center, PA 19091-0001 

YES, I want to take advantage of the unprecedented opportunity from 
Paramount Pictures to acquire the only authorized and fully authenti- 
cated pewter replica of the Starship Enterprise.” The reproduction is 
hand-cast in fine imported pewter, hand-chased and hand-rubbed to a 
classic patina, and accented with crystals and 24-karat gold. 

I need SEND NO MONEY NOW. I will be billed for my deposit of $39.* 
prior to shipment and then in 4 equal monthly installments of $39.* 
each, after shipment. 




SIGNATURE 



ALL ORDERS ARE SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE 



MR/MRS/MISS 



PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 



ADDRESS. 



APT.# 



CITY/STATE 



ZIP 



’Plus my slate sales tax and a one-time charge ol 
$3. for shipping and handling. 



TELEPHONE # ( 



). 



12135-6RAH-235 




Books 

By Damian Kilby 



Heinlein’s classic Podkayne of Mars 
is at last published as he intended. 




Heinlein’s teenaged 
heroine represented 
‘50s spunky youth 
at its finest. Above: 
Podkayne as visual- 
ized by Steve 
Hickman. 



I T IS AN UNUSUAL SENSATION TO BE REVIEWING A 
book written and originally published 30 years 
ago. This is the case with Podkayne of Mars 
(Baen Books, 224 pages, trade paperback, 
$10.00), one of Robert A. Heinlein’s young adult novels, 
now released in a new edition with two separate end- 
ings — only one of which has been previously published. 
This special event is brought about because the nature 
of Heinlein’s original manuscript ending — the details of 
which I will leave you to discover from the book itself — 
brought howls of protest from his agent and editors. 
With extreme reluctance, Heinlein rewrote the ending to 
provide an upbeat conclusion, which every subsequent 
edition has retained. After his death, his wife found the 
original ending in his files, and so what we have here is 
an older novel made new again, and well worth redis- 
covering now. 

Both the world at large and the world of science 
fiction have gone through many changes during the past 
three decades. Over the course of the 20th century, SF, 
out of all the branches of literature, has gone through 
the most rapid evolution. Many of the advances — and 
strange twists and turns — experienced by the genre can 
be credited to the influence of Robert Heinlein. 

He was the first to receive the coveted Grand Master 
Award. Though now deceased, to many readers he still 



remains the ultimate standard bearer for quality SF. His 
novels and short stories continue to be classics in the 
field. He was the most prominent player in the 1940s, 
the “Golden Age” of SF, and unlike many other writers 
who fell to the wayside, he went on to produce impor- 
tant work in the decades following. His influence was 
broadened by a string of successful 1950s “juvenile” nov- 
els, and in the early 1960s, he broke new ground with 
Stranger in a Strange Land, a best-selling novel that 
trespassed across societal and science fictional taboos 
and achieved cult status. 

Looking closely at any book by Heinlein is like exam- 
ining a piece of history from out of SF’s past. This 
edition of Podkayne of Mars has even more the feel of 
an artifact due to its newly available alternate endings. 
Now we can compare the author’s original ending, 
which he wrote to fulfill his personal vision of the book, 
with the one he wrote to satisfy the publisher’s concept 
of what was suitable for the intended audience of 
the time. 

In first person narration, the novel details the experi- 
ences of a 15-year-old girl, Podkayne Fries, during her 
travels on a spaceship from Mars to exotic Venus, and 
her adventures on that planet. This simple plot struc- 
ture is spiced up by a sub-plot involving intrigue, sabo- 
tage and terrorism in a Cold War vein. But what truly 
liven up the book are all of the distinct and strong-willed 
characters. These include Podkayne herself, she of the 
enthusiastic and pithy narration, her devilish genius of 
a younger brother, and their great-uncle Tom, an influ- 
ential, and seemingly wise, elder statesman of Mars. No 
character, no matter how small a spear-carrying role he 
or she occupies, goes by without revealing something 
quirky and interesting, all wittily observed and noted 
down for the reader by precocious Podkayne. 

There are plenty of distinctly Heinleinian touches, in- 
cluding healthy doses of homespun wisdom and propa- 
ganda-like social theorizing. In great evidence is his 
ground-breaking (at the time) and unique skill at unob- 
trusively introducing details that create convincingly 
real future worlds, building up to a whole, solid picture. 
There are the subtle touches serving to undermine 
racism and the fear of sexuality. Podkayne’s great-uncle 
is a full blooded Maori, and she comments that he is “the 
color of beautiful old leather... and I love the way 
he looks.” 

As a writer for a younger audience, Heinlein follows 
in the tradition of Mark Twain’s Tom Sawyer and Hue k- 
lebert'y Finn in a number of ways. His use of a strong, 
independent, American-sounding voice is one — yes, 
there’s something distinctly American about Podkayne’s 
approach to life, even though she’s a Martian colonist. 
Other similarities include setting the protagonist off 
against a flawed, hypocrisy-filled adult world, and build- 
ing the backbone of the story out of a strong moral as 
well as political point of view. This particular novel, like 
Tom Sawyer, does not fully transcend the young adult 
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the pictures are better 



category, but there is still much for the adult 
readerto appreciate. 

Heinlein masterfully uses the juvenile cat- 
egory format for his own purposes. Along 
with the aforementioned 
social theorizing and 
moral backbone, Pod- 
kayne of Mars is a per- 
fectly crafted piece of 
propaganda for Science 
Fiction itself. In its pages 
he indoctrinates as yet un- 
prejudiced young minds in 
the complex ways of sci- 
ence fictional thinking. 

Whole generations of read- 
ers started their SF addic- 
tion with Heinlein, and 
this novel is firm evidence 
of exactly how and why. 

Step by step, he entertain- 
ingly illustrates the ways in which you need 
to think and to open your mind when you’re 
imagining the future. Plus, there are plenty 
of tantalizing hints about all the wonders 
you might be able to find if you dig further 
into the worlds of both space exploration 
and SF. 

Aside from the forgivably loose pi- 
caresque plot, this 30-year-old novel con- 
tains certain flaws which might make it hard 
for some modem readers to take seriously in 
these days of the politically correct. Pod- 
kayne’s use of idiom, and her attitude — peo- 
ple are always having a “gay” time, and at 
one point she fears becoming “a Maid Be- 
trayed”— put one most in mind of a clever 
young woman of the 1920s or 1930s trying 
very hard to impress her peers. Not very 
convincing as the voice of a teen from 
the future. 

By current standards, tire book falls flat on 
its face with its handling of issues of sexual 
equality. Generic sexist fines glare up from 
every other page, and during the course of 
the novel, the heroine is discouraged from 
her ambition to become a female space pilot. 
One might conclude that Heinlein had an axe 
to grind with uppity career women. At one 
point an older woman explains to Podkayne 
about men who make passes, “Just be glad 
that the dears have learned to approach the 
matter with hand kissing instead of a club. 
Some of them anyhow. It gives us more 
choice in the matter than we’ve had before 
in all history.” 

Despite flaws, magnified by the decades, 
this is a book with a heartfelt moral and a 
message. With this in mind, it must have 
been very painful for Heinlein to be forced to 
alter the ending. He wrote, defending his 
chosen conclusion in a 1962 letter (quoted 
from his posthumously published collection 
of selected correspondence Grumbles From 
the Grave): “I know the ending of Poddy 
comes as rather a shock. However, that is 
the ending that seemed to fit — to me. The 
story follows a definite progression....” 

Two months later he was forced to back 



down: “I still have my doubts about the artis- 
tic and dramatic necessity of a happy end- 
ing on this story— but I’ll do my damndest.” 
He was trying to be a good sport about it, but 
it is little wonder that 
Heinlein decided to make 
this his last juvenile novel. 
What benefit was there in 
getting published when 
his message was being un- 
dercut? 

It can be said that a pub- 
lisher just responds to the 
perceived needs of the 
marketplace. Yet, in the 
case of changes of this 
magnitude, it becomes a 
matter of censorship and 
not merely artistic differ- 
ences. Such an ending am- 
putation is the taking 
away of the fiction writer’s best tools for ex- 
pressing himself or herself. Underlying such 
forced “happy endings” is the notion that the 
artist should only be allowed to deliver cer- 
tain kinds of messages to the audience. 

Baen Books has turned the controversy 
surrounding the two endings into a publicity 
event, part one of which is an essay contest 
in which $500.00 will be given to the best de- 
fense of the reader’s favorite ending, with 
$50.00 going to 10 runners-up. Additionally, 
the winning essay will be printed along with 
Heinlein’s own essay in defense of his origi- 
nal ending in a 1994 paperback edition of the 
book. Even readers with no drive to write an 
essay can get into the act, because Baen 
Books is taking a simple poll as well to de- 
termine the mass will of the readers, with 
the ending chosen the best to be used as 
what Baen is calling “the one true ending” in 
all future editions. Each entrant will also be. 
sent a full color poster of the book’s cover. 
Interested readers will find details and dead- 
lines in the book itself. 

One wonders how Heinlein would feel if 
he could know of Baen Books’ current con- 
test offering? Hopefully today’s audience 
will trust the judgment of a Grand Master 
of SF and vote unanimously for his original 
version. 

At the core of Podkayne of Mars is the 
theme that children need large amounts of 
care and guidance from parents, and from 
adults in general. Heinlein wants to show us 
that the result of not doing so is tragedy. The 
moral heart of the book should not be tam- 
pered with. However such a moral is pack- 
aged, the author has tapped into an 
important one — worth consideration by 
readers of all ages and eras. 



Harvest of Stars, by Poul Anderson, Tor 
Books, 1993, 395 pages, hardcover, $22.90. 

As an editor, it often fell to me to tell writ- 
ers that we wanted their next books to have 
“scope.” No problem. It also fell to me to try 
to explain just what, exactly, “scope” was, 
and how I hoped they might achieve it. Prob- 
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tails that create 
convincingly real 
future worlds... 
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Announcing. ..a better way to learn how to. . . 

Write for Publication! 




A “New” Way to Learn 

An important feature of any writing program 
designed for today’s adult is flexibility — not one tied 
to a classroom, but a program that fits liis schedule. 

The student must also be free to work at his own 
pace. Yet his personal writing coach must always 
“be there” for him — constructive and supportive. 

These are the hallmarks of Breaking into Print, a 
new correspondence study program offered by the 
Long Ridge Writers Group." 

Correspondence study — established at Yale and 
the University of Chicago over 100 years ago — is 
today’s “new” way of learning. According to the U.S. 
Department of Education and National Home Study 
Council, it's the way more than 3,000,000 busy 
adults are learning new skills right now! 



This unique program teaches you 
how to write, helps you to find your 
own writing niche— then shows you 
how to market your writing. 




I F YOU WANT TO WRITE LIKE A 
real professional, begin at the beginning. 
Start with the basic building blocks used 
by successful writers— no matter what 
their specialties may be — and once you mas- 
ter these basics, you can write for any market 
that interests you. 

You’ve already seen enough, known 
. enough people, experienced enough relation- 
ships and accumulated enough facts, special 
knowledge and wisdom to fill a five-foot shelf. 

But what you may not have in equal depth 
is the professional training and techniques you 
need to get it all down on paper and put it 
across to the editors and publishers who 
decide what will appear in print. 

Where does a beginner turn for help? 
Most aspiring writers “go it alone” — not 
because they prefer to struggle in isolation, 
but because they don't know where to turn for 
help, or because the only help available is in a 
seminar, classroom, or lecture hall. They need 
personal, individual attention— not stiff com- 
petition from their classmates for the few min- 
utes an instructor has available for questions. 
There had to be a better way to leant! 

The challenge was taken up by a group of 
writers and editors whose inspired coaching 
over the last 20 years has produced hundreds 
of published writers. The program they devel- 
oped, Breaking into Print,* combines two 
basic forms of creative writing: articles and 
short stories. Virtually every piece of writing 
in the English language that you admire was 
created with these same basic building blocks. 
Your coach works with you one-on-one 
To be a good writer, you need a winning 
coach. If you qualify for Breaking into Print. 
your coach will be a pro — a widely published 
author of short stories, books and articles or 
an experienced editor. His one-on-one coach- 
ing will help you develop your strengths, 
overcome your weaknesses, and guide you 
through the tough spots. 

You progress at your own pace, on your 
schedule. Your personal writing coach fits his 



schedule to yours: lie’s always there, ready to 
work when you are. 

These master writers and editors know 
how to teach and how to coach aspiring writ- 
ers to bring their writing up to publication 
standards. They also know that getting pub- 
lished demands accurate knowledge of 
specific markets — as well as solid writing 
tailored to editorial requirements. 

We help you to 
find your own writing niche 
For these reasons. Breaking into Print not 
only teaches you how to write articles and 
short stories — it also guides you to your 
strongest form of writing, the writing niche 
that's best for vow. 

But it doesn't end there. Your coach will 
stick with you after you find your niche and 
show you how to market your finished work 
to that segment of the market. You're a team: 
lie’s a winning coach training you to become a 
winning writer. 

This one-on-one teaming of a beginner 
with a skillful mentor offers you a quality and 
intensity of training in writing and in market- 
ing your writing that we have not found in any 
school, college or university anywhere! 

You must qualify for the team 
But first you must qualify for the team. You 
must demonstrate the necessary potential and 
the capacity to accept constructive criticism 
from your coach, learn from it, and turn it 
into a winning performance. If you have the 
aptitude and the maturity to qualify, and if 
you decide to enroll, you’ll get our commit- 
ment in writing: 

Your personal coach will teach you how to — 

1. Write articles and short stories, the 
building blocks of all good writing; 

2. Find the writing niche that 's right for 
you; and 

3. Market your writing effectively. 

By the time you finish the program, you 
will have written at least two manuscripts 
ready to send to a publisher. 



The building blocks of success 

America’s appetite for writing is enormous. 
There are more than 42,000 publishers who 
produce two billion books, and hundreds of 
millions of newspapers, magazines, trade 
papers, specialty publications and newsletters 
every year. They all need writers to keep them 
going — staff writers or freelancers, or both. 
And these writers use the same building 
blocks you’ll master in Breaking into Print. 

While many institutions offer classes and 
courses in writing, Breaking into Print is a 
unique program that pairs you up with a skill- 
ful coach who teaches you how to write, helps 
you to find your writing niche — then shows 
you how to sell what you write! 

To identify men and women who are qual- 
ified for this exceptional program, we have 
developed a writing sampler, “Your Writing Eval- 
uation.” To receive your free copy and a pro- 
gram brochure, mail the coupon below today. 

When you return your sampler, our staff 
will evaluate it at no cost to you. If it reveals 
true writing potential, you will be eligible to 
enroll. But that's entirely your decision. 



Long Ridge Writers Group 
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West Redding, CT 06896-0802 « 
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Breaking into Print! Please send me — FREE ; 
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but 1 am under no obligation and no sales- j 
person will visit me. 
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lem. “Well, it’s gotta cover a lot of ground, 
both plotwise and distancewise, and it’s 
gotta have something really big at stake, you 
know, like the fate of the 
human race, or the end of 
the universe or something 
like that. Oh, and it’s gotta 
have a couple of really 
cool science fictional ideas, 
stuff that no one’s ever 
seen before. A cast of 
thousands wouldn’t hurt, 
and a dash of political in- 
trigue is always nice.” 

Well, I am here to tell 
you, Harvest of Stars has 
scope. It’s got pounds of 
scope. It has scope hang- 
ing out of its pockets and 
stuck in its hair. This book 
is scope in its Platonic ideal. It begins in the 
not-too-distant future in a North America 
which has been changed almost beyond 
recognition by some factors which are only 
hinted at, and others which are spelled out 
in great detail. The most pressing of these is 
the theocracy which rules the country. It 
seems that some years before, a faction of 
“Avantists” (a techno-religious group which 
strongly resembles modern-day Scientology) 
was elected into power, and since then their 
paternalistic, Big Brother-like grasp has 
grown ever stronger. Their founder had pre- 
dicted a day when all of humanity, once 



united under the logic of Avantism, would 
be translated into some mathematical Nir- 
vana, there to spend eternity considering, I 
guess, the music of the 
spheres. Although the na- 
tion has sunk into consid- 
erable disrepair under 
their guidance, the Avan- 
tists press, of course, on- 
ward and upward. 

Only one group offers 
any real opposition to the 
Avantist dream: Fireball. 
It’s an unlikely name for a 
multinational — heck, make 
that interplanetary — cor- 
poration, but there you 
have it. Their president 
and founder is even more 
unlikely. Anson Guthrie, 
like most of the people in this novel, is a 
character straight out of vintage Heinlein, 
given to awkward colloquialisms, long fa- 
therly lectures on politics and morality, and 
frequent lust. This last, however, is difficult 
for him to satisfy, given that he is now a 
“download,” an intricate program in a small 
metal box. (The original died some years 
back.) He’s had himself smuggled into North 
America, at great personal risk, to see if his 
on-site guidance might not help his corpo- 
rate branches there break free a bit from the 
oppressive Avantist rule. While he’s there, 
however, the government moves against 



Fireball in a major way, and he becomes the 
object of a worldwide boxhunt. 

Luckily, the person who finds him first is 
Kyra Davis, an intrepid Fireball space pilot 
with tons of gumption but little experience 
in the interplanetary derring-do business. 
She’ll need all the help she can get if she 
wants to get him to the relatively safe haven 
of L-5 before the government catches up to 
them. Their escape is complicated, however, 
by the fact that leading the hunt for Anson 
Guthrie is... Anson Guthrie. A duplicate 
download has been located and repro- 
grammed by the government and, of course, 
he knows every move Guthrie One is going 
to make. 

Got that so far? Good, because that’s just 
Part One. The plot moves across the Earth, 
into near space, onto L-5 and the moon, and 
after a truly dizzying series of crosses, dou- 
ble crosses, triple crosses and crosses that 
no mere human could understand, then — 
then the book really gets moving. This is not 
meant as simple understatement: while the 
first two parts are packed with characters, 
action, and ideas, the pace is often slowed 
by long lecture chunks and heavy-duty po- 
litical polemics. The characters even go so 
far as to say to each other, “Of course you 
know that...” before plunging into the 
depths of authorial opinion or exposition. 
Much of this might tread heavily on the 
nerves of those whose political leanings dif- 
fer from the author’s. 



The plot moves 
across the Earth, 
into near space, 
onto L-5 and the 
moon... and then 
the book really 
gets moving. 
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their 24 arms to show their hands were empty. Earth’s delegates then raised both 
their arms to show their hands were also empty. Thus began one of the most signifi- 
cant events in human history — the first meeting with beings from another world.... 
“In fact,” the Glart leader concluded, “your climate is rapidly becoming like that of 
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Send $11.50 to order your copy 
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The third part, though— the third part is 
what science fiction was invented for. Look- 
ing for your long-lost sense of wonder? Here 
it is. I don’t want to say too much about it, 
for fear of giving away important plot points, 
but I will say that I don’t recall ever seeing 
humanity’s move into space done with such 
poignancy, invention, and sheer imagination. 
When, in the future, I want to ask a writer 
for a book with “scope,” I won’t try to ex- 
plain it — I’ll simply point to Part Three of 
Harvest of Stars and say, “Like this.” 

Shawna McCarthy 

Against a Dark Background, by lain M. 
Banks. Bantam Spectra , 1993, 515 pages, 
paperback, $5.99. 

Like a wrestler straining against his oppo- 
nent, Iain M. Banks is intent on turning sci- 
ence fiction on its head. To be more specific, 
Banks is out to redefine our concept of 
space opera, that hoariest of SF subgenres. 
Against a Dark Background is Banks’ latest 
attempt to achieve a pin. 

Many people may not be that familial’ with 
Banks, a Scottish writer whose first novel, 
The Wasp Factory, was published in 1984. 
That novel was mainstream, but many of his 
subsequent works, such as Consider Phle- 
bas, Player of Games, and The Use of 
Weapons, fall clearly into the realm of SF. 

Banks’ SF is space opera, that same stage 
on which E.E. “Doc” Smith trod to applause 
so many years ago, followed by all too many 
successors. Banks’ novels are far-future, col- 
orful romps that specialize in fast pacing, 
witty repartee, and fantastic visual image. 
The three novels mentioned above all take 
place in an imagined setting known as “the 
Culture,” an advanced society of humans 
and robots with unusual philosophies. Taken 
at face value, the Culture novels are fast- 
moving tales of political intrigue, warfare, 
and power, with all of the standard props: 
huge spaceships, deadly weapons, daring he- 
roes, beautiful princesses and robots. Ac- 
tion/adventure heaven. 

However, Banks’ genius is that he writes 
space opera that doesn’t have to be taken at 
face value. His novels actually twist the con- 
ventions of space opera, or even subvert 
them entirely. In Consider Phlebas, for in- 
stance, Banks plays with the unquestioned 
assumption in space operas that the hero’s 
cause is always just. Because Banks prefers 
to use the conventions of space opera to 
more subtle effect, and because of his quite 
considerable skills as a writer, he has be- 
come master of a subgenre perhaps all his 
own: literary space opera. 

Against a Dark Background, though not 
a Culture novel, is a case in point, demon- 
strating Banks’ fascination with space oper- 
atic conventions. The novel’s own back- 
ground is set among the planets of the Thrial 
star system, whose inhabitants, unable to es- 
cape its confines, form civilizations that rise 
and inevitably fall in bloody warfare. Goiter, 
the main planet, is a balkanized mess tenu- 



SCIENCE FICTION CONTINUUM N 

CATALOGUE OF SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASY, AND HORROR 



TOM BAKER 

ARK IN SPACE 
BRAIN OF MORBIUS 
DEADLY ASSASSIN 
PYRAMIDS OF MARS 
REV. OF THE CYBERMEN 
ROBOTS OF DEATH 
SHADA 

SHADA w/script S32.99 
TALONS OF WENG CHIANG 
TERROR OF THE ZYGONS 

COLIN BAKER 
TWIN DILEMMA 

SYLVESTER MCCOY 
CURSE OF FENRIC 

(extended version) 



$19.99 each 

V except where noted J 



JON PERTWEE < 

DAY OF THE DALEKS 
DEATH TO THE DALEKS' 
SPEARHEAD FROM SPACE 
THREE DOCTORS 
TIME WARRIOR 
DAY OF THE DALEKS LASER 
DISK - S34.99 

BBC SPECIALS 

CYBERMEN EARLY YEARS 
HARTNELL YEARS 
PERTWEE YEARS 
TOM BAKER YEARS - S29.99 
TROUGHTON YEARS 






PATRICK 

TROUGHTON 

\ SEEDS OF DEATH 
TOMB OF THE 
CYBERMEN 
WARGAMES -S29.99 



WILLIAM HARTNELL 
AN UNEARTHLY CHILD 

PETER DAVISON 
CAVES OF ANDROZANI 
EARTHSHOCK 
THE FIVE DOCTORS 



19.99 each red dwarf III PART l 

available S ¥ Backwards/ Marooned/ 
8/18/93 JtED Polymorph 

RF RED DWARF III PART 2 -| 
Body Swap / Timeslides/ 
The Last Day 

RED'DWARF IV PART 1 - Camille I DNA/ Justice 

RED DWARF IV PART 2 - White Hole / 

Dimension Jump / Meltdown 



BLAKE'S 7 $29.99 each 
$ 24.99 each when you buy two or morel 
#1 THE WAY BACK/ SPACE FALL 
#2 CYGNUS ALPHA/TIME SQUAD 
#3 THE WEB/ SEEK-LOCATE-DESTROY 
#4 MISSION TO DESTINY/ DUEL 
#5 PROJECT AVALON/ BREAKDOWN 
#6 BOUNTY/ DELIVERANCE 
#7 ORAC/ REDEMPTION 
#8 SHADOW/ WEAPON 
#9 HORIZON/PRESSURE POINT 
#10 TRIAL.KILLER 
#11 HOSTAGE/ COUNTDOWN 
#12 VOICE FROM THE PAST/ GAMBIT 
#13THE KEEPER/ STAR ONE 
#14 AFTERMATH/ POWERPLAY 
#15 VOLCANO/ DAWN OF THE GODS 
#16 HARVEST OF KAIROS/ CITY AT THE 
EDGE OF THE WORLD 

#17 CHILDREN OF AURON/ RUMORS OF DEATH 
#18 SARCOPHAGUS/ ULTRA WORLD 



The Stranger Double Feature 

The BBC Film Club programs SUMMONED BY 
SHADOWS and MORE THAN A MESSIAH 
starring Colin Baker(6th Doctor Who) and Nicola 
Bryant (The 6th Doctor's Companion - Peri Brown) 
are now available on a single videotape. 

S24.99 

SUMMONED 
BY SHADOWS 
After wandering 
through time and 
space , the 
mysterious 
Stranger and his 
companion end 
up on a desolate 
world full of 
macabre goings- 
on! Also stars 
Michael Wisher 
(Davros) 

MORE THAN A 
MESSIAH 
The Stranger and 
Miss Brown 
arrive on a planet 
where tourists live 
in primitive 
surroundings. But 
the tourists are 

swallowed up by an angry sea, and decaying 
bodies rise from the ground! Also stars Sopnie 
Aldred and Peter Miles. 




Call Toll Free To Order l-(800) 232-6002 



etape- 



VHS only. These prices do not include shipping charges. Shipping charges - Continental USA One ta 
$4, two tapes - S6 SI .50 each additional tape AK, HI, PR and Canada call for shipping charge. 

We accept Mastercard, Visa & American Express. All shipments, except for military addresses, are shipped 
via UPS. We must have a street address to ship to, no P.O. Boxes! We no not ship CQD 
\Send SI for a complete catalogue! Write to: S & J Productions, Inc. P.O. Box 154 Colonia, N.J. 07067/ 



Serious Hypertext 



Electronic writing is no 
longer speculative fiction. 

Interactive writing is no 
longer just a game. 

Call or write for a FREE 
catalog. No retreads. No 
adaptations. Just the 
cutting edge of the art. 



Uncle Buddy’s Phantom Funhouse 




A chocolate box full of death. 
John McDaid's multimedia 
apocalypse S39.95 

Storyspace 

Transcend the limits of paper 
and experience the future of 
writing, The ultimate tool for 
electronic 'zines. "The soft- 
ware of choice among fiction 
writers"— NY Times $215 



Eastgate Systems Inc. 

134 Main Street 
Watertown MA 02172 USA 



( 800 ) 562-1638 
( 617 ) 924-9044 
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ously held together by a fragile World Court 
trying to stop the next downfall. Back- 
ground eschews the star-spanning empires 
of most space operas, but still contains many 
exotic settings, including a castle whose 
denizens move along chained to its walls, 
and most memorably, a mansion set into the 
underside of a cliff overhang, with a glass- 
bottomed swimming pool in the basement. 

The plot for Background at first seems all 
too stereotypical. The Huhsz, a religious 
cult, set out to assassinate the beautiful, 
strong-willed, and deadly Lady Sharrow. Her 
only chance to appease them is to deliver to 
the Huhsz the last surviving Lazy Gun, an ex- 
otic weapon of a long-gone civilization. Shar- 
row reassembles her loyal band of 
comrades — gone their separate ways after 
the last war — and embarks upon a quest for 
the Lazy Gun, followed by the Huhsz and 
other interested parties. There are plenty of 
chases, firelights, and explosions of all mag- 
nitudes. 

However, this is, after all, Iain M. Banks 
we’re talking about here, not Kilgore Trout, 



so this is not the typical space opera. Banks 
should be commended for the crafty way in 
which he reveals to the reader the true na- 
ture of the main character. The reader grad- 
ually comes to understand that Sharrow is 
not the romantic hero for which the reader 
has more or less automatically taken her. In- 
deed, she is something else entirely, and it is 
to Banks’ credit that the character herself 
only comes to realize this through the course 
of the novel. This focus on Sharrow and her 
past is what elevates Background far above 
the average space opera. The highbrow 
reader will have just as much to enjoy as will 
the lowbrow reader — perhaps even more, 
since he or she can engage in guilty and cere- 
bral pleasures alike. 

The novel is by no means flawless. The in- 
credible visual images and the strength of 
the main character are unfortunately coun- 
terbalanced by a rather weak supporting 
cast. And the ending is in many ways disap- 
pointing, more suited for the climax of a 
tacky James Bond film than for the expecta- 
tions that the novel arouses in the reader. 



With that warning, though, Against a Dark 
Background comes highly recommended. It 
is a book that the discerning reader can read 
with enjoyment and the action/adventure 
reader can read with gusto. 

If Iain M. Banks hasn’t yet pinned space 
opera down to the mat, he’s at least thrilled 
us with a take-down or two. 

Mark Pitcavage 

Muddle Earth, by John Brunner, Ballan- 
tine, del Rey, 1993, 275 pages, paperback, 
$4.99. 

As the cannibal said to the librarian, 
“Don’t worry about it, it’s all a matter of 
taste. I myself like lady fingers.” 

John Brunner, on the other hand, evi- 
dently has developed a taste for stew. You 
get this pot, you chop up the meat, dice the 
vegetables, throw in the taste cube things I 
can’t spell and am too lazy to look up, get 
some potatoes, put it on the stove and pray 
the damn thing doesn’t blow up and stick to 
the ceiling. It drips on your head for days, 
too. The good thing is, you don’t. have to 
worry about the floor on account of the cat 
and dog take care of that part. 

MUDDLE EARTH, has a gentleman by the 
name of Rinpoche Gibbs who’s been awak- 
ened from a cryogenic nap a couple hundred 
years in the future. The thing is, he didn’t 
want to take the nap in the first place. For a 
couple of reasons, one of them being immi- 
nent cannibalism, Rin bolts from the bed- 
and-no-breakfast and finds himself in a 
world that is. . .weird. 

Seems that some guy invented a better 
way to get rid of garbage, and that turns out 
to be the key to interstellar travel. So most 
folks got real rich real fast and left without 
a forwarding address to join what I call the 
Greater Space Community of Sentient Bean- 
pods. Then the Yalignese (a declining race 
of beanpods, metaphorically speaking) are 
hired to recreate Earth on account of most 
of it went to hell when the people who sent 
it there bugged out. Then the tourists come 
from all over the universe and a couple of 
blocks in Omaha, to experience Life On 
Earth As It Used To Be. 

The catch is, since the aliens relied on the 
memories of the folks who stayed behind, 
they got most of it wrong. 

So what we have is Rin wandering around 
this bazarre place without a map, meeting 
up with the luscious and hardly ever dressed 
NLxy Anangaranga-Jones (and that’s the last 
time I’m typing that sucker) and discovering, 
among other things, that Nixy is either a 
world-class jinx, or someone’s out to get her 
for reasons we know damn well aren’t the 
whole story. 

Thus, we flee into mystery with our heroes 
to an outpost of the French Foreign Legion. 
Sherlock Holmes’ London, Gold Rush Cali- 
fornia, and the Rome that’s left when the rest 
of it got moved to Nevada. Needless to say 
(why do we say that when we’re going to say 
it anyway?), Rin and Nixy meet historical as 



Books to watch For 



Alien Bootlegger and Other Sto- 
ries, by Rebecca Ore (TOR). This Philip 
K. Dick and John W. Campbell Award 
nominee, best known for her alien trip- 
tych of novels Becoming Alien, Being 
Alien and Huma n to Huma n rewards us 
with her first short story collection. 

Testing, by Charles Obendorf (Ban- 
tam). Today, we have freedom of thought, 
but in this projected future, our inner- 
most morals and ethics are tested by the 
government via simulated realities. 
Obendorf gives us a vision of cyberpunk 
with a heart. 

Writers of the Future, Volume IX, 

edited by Dave Wolverton (Bridge). L. 
Ron Hubbard, the now deceased Scien- 
tology Czar, tried to give back to SF some 
of what he had gotten out of it by starting 
this series designed to discover new writ- 
ers. It is still going strong under a new ed- 
itor, himself a contest discoveree. 

Future Earth: Under South Ameri- 
can Skies, edited by Mike Resnick and 
Gardner Dozois (DAW). SF writers’ fas- 
cination with South America is the focus 
of this volume, which gathers together 
shorter works from the likes of James 
Tiptree, Jr., Lucius Shepard, and Orson 
Scott Card. 

Chung Kuo IV: The Stone Within, by 

David Wingrove (Dell). In the 22nd cen- 
tury, the world will be ruled by the mono- 
lithic hegemony of China. Wingrove’s 
eight-volume saga of a culture on the 
verge of upheaval presents its latest in- 
stallment. 

Star Wreck IV: The Undiscovered 
Nursing Home, by Leah Rewolinski (St. 



Martin’s Press). It’s retirement time for 
Captain Smirk, but instead of facing his 
Final Frontier, he skyjacks a starship and 
is chased by Captain Jean-Lucy Ricardo. 
This parody bills itself as “unauthorized, 
unendorsed, unofficial and unintelligent.” 

Icarus Descending, by Elizabeth 
Hand (Bantam Spectra). Hundreds of 
thousands of years from now, an asteroid 
hurtles toward the Earth, and the planet’s 
future is in doubt. Another gift from 
Hand, set in the same universe as her first 
two critically acclaimed novels. Just en- 
tering her unique universe is enjoyable. 

Star Trek: Starfleet Academy #1: 
Worfs First Adventure, by Peter David 
(Pocket Minstrel). A new trilogy begins, 
focusing on the young Worf, when he is 
the first Klingon to enter the Starfleet 
Academy. He fears that he may still be a 
Klingon at heart, and this series will tell 
how he went on to become the Worf we 
know and love. 

The Year’s Best Fantasy and Hor- 
ror: Sixth Annual Collection, edited 
by Ellen Datlow and Terri Windling (St. 
Martin’s Press). This editorial duo can be 
counted on to scour magazines and 
presses both small and large to present 
the year’s best. The most eclectic of the 
annuals, and the one that most often pro- 
vides unexpected treasures. 

Berserker Kill, by Fred Saberhagen 
(TOR). Saberhagen’s latest chronicle of 
the interstellar killing machines known 
as the Berserkers. These homicidal ro- 
bots manage to make Aliens look like 
wimps, so I’d think twice before missing 
this latest volume. 
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well as fictional characters, con men and 
cops, the Chief Bureaucrat (the Yelignese in 
charge of unscrewing the screw-ups), and 
generally don’t have a good time since that 
mysterious “someone” keeps trying to hurt 
them. Permanently. 

Stew being what it is, the flavor depends 
on everything working (or floating) with 
everything else. You get too many peas or 
onions, too many chunks of stuff you don’t 
want to know about, and it either ends up 
bland with an occasional burst of flavor, or 
something you put in your neighbor’s garden 
when he isn’t looking on account of he’s so 
damn smug with his prize azaleas and mows 
his lawn every Saturday morning at 8. 

Muddle Earth isn’t really bland, but it is 
too thick. You gotta scoop it out with a pitch- 
fork it has so much stuff in it. Lots of SF folk 
get their names in here (Theodor Surgeon, 
Wrong Ghoulart), lots of current societal ills 
get neatly skewered, a couple of people 
make speeches about how we’re messing 
things up (which, unfortunately, aren’t any 
less boring or obvious here than they are in 
real life), and by the time you get all that 
stuff on your plate, you’re not all that hungry 
anymore. 

Which isn’t to say this is a bad book. It 
isn't. There are any number of funny bits 
(the smiling kind, not the laughing out loud 
kind), and some of it is, in fact, downright 
silly (the good silly, not the bad silly; if you 
don’t know the difference, you probably 




Dinosaur Fantastic from DAW, is the first 
collection of all original dino stories. 
Cover art by Jim Warren. 



think William Shatner would be a howl in 
“The Life of Chico Marx”). But funny re- 
quires a little movement once in a while. A 
lot of movement, in fact. And Nixy and Rin 
spend far too much time talking, not enough 
time moving. If this were a movie, long about 
page 236, I’d start looking at my watch 
(which, in fact, I did). 



John Brunner is a gourmet chef, no ques- 
tion about it. Literate, genuinely witty, and 
without peer in his own area of the kitchen. 
But stews are tricky little devils, too easily 
taken for granted. The ingredients in this one 
are absolutely right; it’s the proportions that 
are wrong. There’s enough stuff in Muddle 
Earth for three wonderful dining experi- 
ences, not just one okay meal. 

Which, I guess, is about as far as one can 
stretch this stupid stew metaphor thing with- 
out slopping it into one’s lap. I myself prefer 
lady fingers, which may or may not be dis- 
gusting. One would certainly hope so. 

Lionel Fenn 



Recent and Recommended Books 
•Now that you’ve seen Jurassic Park and 
are left hungering for more dinosaur action, 
it’s time to turn from the silver screen to the 
printed page. Dinosaur Fantastic (DAW, 288 
pages, paperback, $4.99) is, surprisingly 
enough considering the tremendous popu- 
larity of the great thunder lizards, the first 
all-original dinosaur anthology. Editors Mike 
Resnick and Martin H. Greenberg have 
called on such SF stars as Robert Sheckley, 
Pat Cadigan, Kathe Koja and Roger Mac- 
Bride Allen to turn their prodigious talents 
toward the most fascinating creatures ever 
to walk the earth. Some of the highlights in- 
clude “Disquisitions on the Dinosaur,” 
Robert Sheckley’s gonzo crossing of di- 
Continued on page 97 




James D. Hammerud 



Forest Dwelling© 

28" x 19" Image Size Limited Edition 1500 Signed/Numbered $49.95; 50 Artists Proofs $65.00 

Listed in the California Art Review as one of the leading artists in California, Jim paints to the music of The 
Moody Blues and Yes. He has been published by Big "O" posters of London and has sold prints in 52 countries. 
Send check or money order (allow 6-8 weeks for delivery) to: 

James Hammerud 

1825 Cottage Grove Ave., San Mateo, California 94401 (415) 344-0984 
Registered at Stationer’s Hall, London, England. 
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Television 

By Dan Perez 



Spielberg, Ellison, and a new Trek series 
will bring more SF to TV viewers. 





ABOVE:Steven 
Spielberg is copro- 
ducing NBC's new 
SF series seaQuest 
DSV, slaving Roy 
Scheider. BELOW: 
Mystery Science 
Theater 3000 con- 
tinues on the 
Comedy Central 
cable channel. 



T he upcoming fall television season will 
be full of surprises for fans of science fiction 
programming, and will feature the estab- 
lished heavyweights, some ambitious chal- 
lengers, and a few intriguing one-shots in the form of 
made-for-TV movies. While syndication and cable have 
significantly expanded tire markets for SF programming, 
it’s still a struggle to survive in the gene pool of televi- 
sion ratings, so there are some endangered species and 
extinctions to report here, as well. 

Star Trek , of course, shows every sign of vigor and 
longevity. Gene Roddenberry’s “Wagon Train to the 
stars,” continues its journey unimpeded this fall as the 
popular series Star Trek: Die Next Generation and Star 
Trek: Deep Space Nine begin their seventh and second 
seasons, respectively. Both series have just begun pro- 
duction with no mqjor changes in the casts or story lines 
at press time. There’s a feature film in the works featur- 
ing characters from the Emmy-winning Star Trek: The 
Next Generation: two different scripts 
are currently under consideration. 

A fourth Star Trek series is in devel- 
opment at Paramount, designed to re- 
place Star Trek: The Next Generation 
when it makes the transition to the 
movie screen. Details are sketchy, but 
the new series will feature younger char- 
acters and an exploratory mission much 
like that of the starship Enterprise in the 
original television series. 

Babylon 5, J. Michael Straczynski’s 
saga of a five-mile-long space station 
serving as a diplomatic hub for five 



spacefaring races, has been given a green light for a 22 
episode, midseason (January) release. The two hour 
pilot premiered earlier this year to critical acclaim. Cre- 
ator/writer Straczynski reiterated that the projected five- 
year series will have a carefully plotted beginning, 
middle and end (much like the cult favorite series The 
Prisoner). Most of the cast from the Babylon 5 pilot 
will be returning for the show, although a few new char- 
acters, including a Russian named Suzanne Ivanova, will 
be added. 

Famed SF writer Harlan Ellison has signed on as a 
creative consultant for the show, and is currently at 
work on a script, as are other veteran television writers 
like D.C. Fontana and David Gerrold. “One of the prob- 
lems you encounter a lot in science fiction television,” 
Straczynski noted, “as with the V series, is that they 
hired soap opera writers who had no background at all 
in science fiction. I feel we have people working on the 
show who, one way or another, whether they’re big SF 
names or not, know the genre.” 

Viewers can also expect more computer-generated 
special effects in the series. According to Straczynski,- 
“Our feeling is that we did pretty good with the pilot, 
and we want to do even better— make the effects look 
better, more realistic, and do more of them per episode. 
We’re going to try some things that have never been seen 
before; we’ve come up with a whole new way to do 
space battles which no one’s ever seen before on tele- 
vision. On our characters, we want to make the humans 
more human and the aliens more alien. We want more 
truly alien, non-human characters.” 

Straczynski acknowledged that the pilot was heavily 
oriented toward exposition, “because we had a whole 
new universe to explain. We didn’t have the benefit of a 
Star Trek situation where you know going in what a 
Federation is, what a starship is, what a Klingon is. We 
had none of that. Our feeling is that now that we’ve es- 
tablished all that, we can concentrate more on charac- 
ter, action and humor.” 

Another brand-new series debuting on NBC with a 
two hour premiere this fall is seaQuest DSV (the DSV 
stands for Deep Submergence Vehicle) about a futuris- 
tic submarine equipped for both research and war. The 
one hour action-adventure series, set 25 
years in the future, is co-produced by 
Steven Spielberg and David Burke 
(Tribeca) and stars Roy Scheider 
(Jaws) as Capt. Nathan Bridger, com- 
mander of the 1,000-foot-long seaQuest. 
This is Oscar nominee Scheider’s debut 
as a television series star. Irvin Kersh- 
ner, who directed The Empire Strikes 
Back and RoboCop 2 will direct the two 
hour pilot. 

In the series, humankind has begun to 
colonize the sea in 2018, and the multi- 
ethnic seaQuest crew is charged with 
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Build a reference 
li brary of books on 
. your favorite 
science fiction & 

1 adventure TV 
shows and 
movies. 



Irwin Allen Scrap- 
books-Big 240 page 
books jam packed with 
reviews, cast interviews, 
notes on unshown 
episodes, collectibles 
and cast members plus 
complete episode 
guides for some of the 
best Irwin Allen series. 
Lots of photos too! 
Volume 1- Voyage to 
the Bottom of the Sea 
and Time Tunnel $19.95 
Volume 2- Lost in Space 
and Land of the Giants 
$19.95 

Making of Voyage to 
the Bottom of the Sea- 
226 pages. From the 
original movie to the 
end of the series. 
Synopsis of all four 
seasons, blueprints, 
interviews, collectibles 
and more. Nearly 200 
photos. $19.95 



The Official 
Red Dwarf 
Companion- 
Scripts, 

costumes, make- 
up, visual effects, 
characters and a 
complete episode guide 
for this great British 
import. 95 pages. Color 
pictures on every page. 
$16.95 

The Prisoner: A 
Televisionary 
Masterpiece-Inter- 
views, articles, behind 
the scenes info and a 
complete episode guide 
to one of the most 
thought provoking 
series of all time. 240 
glossy pages full of 
black and white and 
color illustrations. 
$22.95 

The Quantum Leap 
Book-In addition to an 
depth episode guide is 
interviews, quotes and 
anecdotes. Packed with 
behind the 



Back to the Future 
Trilogy Book-Richly 
illustrated guide to the 
making of all three 
movies. Everything 
from behind the scenes 
photos to poster art. 80 
pages all color. 
Hardback. $9.98 

The Dark Shadows 
Companion-Complete 
guide, technical and 
creative information, 
cast update, collectibles 
and a 60 page black and 
white and color photo 
gallery in this special 
25th anniversary 
edition. 208 glossy 
pages. $16.95 

The Complete 
Avengers-From the 
early days through the 
New Avengers. 

Includes an overview of 
the series, complete 
episode guide, 
memorabilia guide and 
more than 200 photos. 
285 pages. $12.95 





The Incredible 
World of 007- This fully 
authorized book details 
every Bond film. 
Includes interviews, 
anecdotes, behind the 
scenes info and trivia 
and much more 
including over 250 rare 
black and white and 
color photos from the 
Bond archive. 224 
glossy pages. $18.95 

The Wild Wild West- 
More than 40 cast and 
crew interviews, 
complete synopses of all 
104 episodes and info 
on stunts, make-up and 
gadgetry. Over 300 
photos, many in color. 
247 pages. $16.95 

The Complete Mission 
Impossible Dossier- 
Plot summaries and cast 
lists for all 168 episodes 
plus star bios, behind 
the scenes info and 
dozens of photos. 456 
pages. $12.50 



The Making of 
Terminator 2: Judg- 
ment Day-Behind the 
scenes photos, illustra- 
tions and interviews 
about the making of the 
most complex special 
effects film of all time. 
125 pages. $9.99 

The Man From 
U.N.C.L.E. Book- 
Episode guide plus info 
and anecdotes on shows 
production, filming, 
guest stars, stunts, 
props, merchandising 
and much more. 270 
pgs. Illustrated. $12.95 




I ntergalactic Treading Company 

P.O. Box 1516 • Longwood, FL 32752 • USA Phone: (407) 831-8344 
FAX: (407) 332-0142 credit card orders only: 1 -800-383-0727 
TELEPHONE HOURS: MON-THURS 8:00 AM - 5:00 PM, FRI 8:30 AM - 4:00 PM EST 
Send check, money order, or credit card (VISA/MASTERCARD/AMERICAN EXPRESS/DISCOVER) 
to above address. Please add $4.00 per order for shipping & handling ($8.00 foreign). 

All payments must be made in U.S. funds, foreign checks must be drawn on a U.S. bank, or 
a Postal Money Order in U.S. funds. 

Send $2.00 for our illustrated catalog!! 





‘Dancing Dragon Catalog 

Sculptures, Jewelry, T-shirts, Posters, 
Books, Masks and More— the widest 
selection of dragon items anywhere! 
Satisfy your ultimate dragon fantasy! Encounter 
rare, mysterious and whimsical dragons in every 
form from gold to chocolate! Send $2 for your 
40-page full-color catalog of dragon sculptures, 
masks, jewelry, puzzles, t-shirts, artifacts, time 
keepers and much more. 100% satisfaction 
guaranteed. Hyper-efficient, friendly service. 
Dancing Dragon - SFA 
5670 West End Road, #4 
Areata, CA 95521-9202 
707-826-0186 



The Science 
Fiction Shop 

163 Bleecker Street, NYC, NY 10012 
(212) 473-3010 Fax: (212) 475-9727 

International Mail-order of 
virtually all Science Fiction and 
Fantasy paperbacks and 
hardcovers, audio cassettes and 
graphic novels. We carry most 
small press and specialty 
publishers and magazines and 
are able to acquire many non- 
SF or Fantasy titles, with 
sufficient information. 

As we are associated with 
Village Comics, the major 
comic and comic-related dealer 
in the U.S., we can obtain 
much of this type of material. 

Please telephone or unite for a 
FREE catalogue. 



patrolling the sea lanes, conducting vital re- 
search as well as remaining battle ready to 
fend off renegade attack submarines. Ten- 
sion aboard the ship stems from rival Naval 
and scientific camps. 

seaQuest DSV promises the impressive 
production values audiences have come to 
expect from Spielberg projects. The subma- 
rine set alone is designed so that dolphins in 
tanks can swim up to and past windows on 
the seaQuest. Other effects will include un- 
dersea settings such as canyons, shelves and 
mountains. Dr. Robert Ballard, the ocean sci- 
entist credited with locating the submerged 
Titanic and the battleship Bismarck, will 
serve as scientific consultant to the show. 

Warner Bros, is scheduled to launch a new 
one-hour show on ABC this fall called Lois 
and Clark. Few details were available at 
press time, but the series will reportedly 
focus on the “triangle relationship” of Clark 
Kent, his Superman persona and Lois Lane. 
Dean Cain stars as Clark Kent/Superman, 
and Teri Hatcher as Lois Lane. 

CBS will be featuring the animated series 
Cadillacs and Dinosaurs (based on Mark 
Shultz’s Harvey Award-winning comic book) 
as part of their Saturday morning lineup in 
the fall. The series will feature heroes who 
must cope with a strange future 600 years 
from now, where “dinosaurs roam the Earth 
with humans, and classic cars race brand 
new woolly mammoths.” 

The time travel adventure series Time 
Trax has been renewed for a second season, 
which will begin in November. In this series, 
co-created by Star Trek alumnus Harve Ben- 
nett, Dale Midkiff (Pet Sematery) plays 
Darien Lambert, an expert at “fugitive re- 



trieval," who is sent from the year 2193 to 
1993 in pursuit of criminals who have es- 
caped into the past. Lambert is assisted in 
his ongoing quest by a pocket-sized holo- 
graphic supercomputer known as Selma 
(Elizabeth Alexander). 

Asked about changes in the upcoming sea- 
son of Time Trax, Midkiff said, “I think 
we’re going to pick up the pace of the show. 
There’s going to be more action, more (as 
they say) Midkiff sensuality, more comedy, 
more gimmicks, more toys, some rock and 
roll and more guest stars. In the first year, 
we learned a lot about what we need to do.” 

Gary Nardino, one of the executive pro- 
ducers for the show, added, “We really loved 
the humor that evolved in the show between 
Darien and Selma, and that’s going to be fo- 
cused on in the show. You’re also going to 
see Darien in far more action sequences with 
these bad guys. In conjunction with that, 
we’re going to feature a lot more of the ‘toys’ 
from the other centuries. You’ll see a lot 
more of the things that are 200 years hence 
in not only his [Darien’s] arsenal, but in the 
arsenals of his adversaries.” 

New episodes of the series, shot at a 
Warner Brothers studio near Brisbane, Aus- 
tralia, begin shooting in August. 

Other noteworthy renewals for fall in- 
clude the Highlander series which will fea- 
ture an expansion of the group called “the 
Watchers”, and add a new, as yet unnamed 
character. Also renewed is Dinosaurs, ABC’s 
highly rated half hour comedy series featur- 
ing state of the art live-action puppetry and 
audio animatronics supervised by Jim Hen- 
son Productions. 

MSTies across the country will be glad to 
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Star Trek Science Exhibit Tours Country 



A lthough the hit TV series Star 
Trek: The Next Generation is set 
in the 24th century, much of the 
science on which it is based isn’t 
all that futuristic. This is the premise of 
“Star Trek: Federation Science,” a collec- 
tion of hands-on exhibits beginning a 
three-year tour of science museums 
throughout the country. 

Created in 1991 by the Oregon Museum 
of Science and Industry (OMSI), in Port- 
land, Oregon, the exhibit is one of the last 
projects to have the input of Trek creator 
Gene Roddenberry, who died later that 
year. Roddenberry didn’t design the ex- 
hibit, but OMSI representative Monica 
Cole says he listened enthusiastically to 
the proposal, then lobbied Paramount Pic- 
tures to obtain the studio’s approval. 

“Gene Roddenberry believed strongly in 
science education,” Cole adds, “and in 
using Star Trek as a tool to entice people 
to learn about science.” She says that the 
same approach is followed in the exhibit. 



It is designed to be entertaining but has a 
lot of science “slid in” around the edges. 




You can lake command of the Enterprise 
when visiting this unique science exhibit. 



Federation Science exhibits are drawn 
from basic Star Trek themes — medical 
monitoring, matter/antimatter generation 
and annihilation, planetary and interstellar 
navigation, and remote sensing. Most of 
the 40-plus displays Jire designed to show 
that except for such miracles as warp 
drive, much Federation technology is 
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Star Trek: Deep Space Nine returns with few changes in cast and storyline. 



hear that their favorite cult phenomenon 
shows no sign of slowing down. Comedy 
Central’s critically acclaimed hit series Mys- 
tery Science Theater 3000 will be back for 
a fifth season of SF zaniness, as Joel Robin- 
son (played by series creator Joel Hodgson) 
and his spare-part robot sidekicks Tom 
Servo and Crew make cutting, erudite wise- 
cracks about some of the worst movies ever 
committed to film. 

The big news is that Joel Hodgson is plan- 
ning to leave his on-camera role as the re- 
luctant astronaut trapped on the “Satellite of 
Love.” The lead role will be taken over by 
head writer and frequent guest star Mike 
Nelson/whose character will be named, co- 
incidentally enough, Mike Nelson, taking, as 
he put it, “a page from both Sea Hunt and 



my own life. We haven’t done a lot of work 
on the character, because I think that that’s 
just going to have to happen over time, the 
way it did with Joel.” 

Asked if he wanted to do anything differ- 
ent with the starring role, Nelson, who has 
appealed on the show as Hugh Beaumont, 
Gamera and Torgo the pizza deliveryman, 
said, “It’ll be different, that’s for sure, but we 
hope to keep the kind of gentleness the 
show has always had.” After the midseason 
transition, Hodgson will continue to con- 
tribute to the show behind the scenes, writ- 
ing and directing. 

Set designer Trace Beaulieu, who plays 
mad scientist Dr. Clayton Forrester on the 
show (and provides the voice for Crow), 
Continued on page 36 



terprise transporter room, which “beams” 
visitors into a computer-generated virtual 
reality, where they can interact with the 
scenery of an alien planet. Virtual reality is 
a technology still in its infancy, but it may 
render the holodeck obsolete long before 
the 24t.h century. 

“Star Trek: Federation Science,” has al- 
ready visited the Boston Museum of Sci- 
ence and SciTrek, in Atlanta.Upcoming 
appearances include the Buffalo Museum 
of Science (June-Aug), and the Museum of 
Science and Industry, Chicago (Oct-Dec). 
In 1994, it will spend February-April in the 
Denver Museum of Natural History and 
June-December at the Carnegie Institute’s 
Buhl Science Center, Pittsburgh. The road 
trip finishes in 1995, with February-August 
at the Museum of Science and Industry, 
Tampa, and October-December at The Sci- 
ence Place, Dallas. 

A planetarium show, “Orion Ren- 
dezvous,” featuring LeVar Burton, will ac- 
company the exhibit at some museums. 

In 1996, the exhibit will return to OMSI 
for permanent display. 

Richard A. Lovett 



based on extensions of known science. 
The exhibit gives visitors the opportunity 
to train a computer to recognize simple 
voice commands; use a medical console to 
monitor pulse and the oxygen content of 
blood; and read displays on living, eating, 
and working in space — appropriately 
spiced with Star T)'ek references. 

A major attraction is the Enterprise 
bridge — a set of computer terminals clus- 
tered around a 120-inch view screen, 
where you can operate tire ship’s computer 
(actually a collection of touch-screen Mac 
II computers) for such tasks as getting a 
directional fix on a distress signal or using 
a spectroscope to find a habitable planet. 

The bridge exhibits take the form of 
computer games, but they incorporate 
brief science tutorials, making them games 
with an educational twist. They’re easy 
enough for most people to master in a few 
attempts; for those who don’t, members of 
the Next Generation crew appear on 
screen to give hints. It’s one of several ex- 
hibits in which members of the cast par- 
ticipate. 

Just as popular is a mock-up of the En- 
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Mind Power Breakthrough! 



Plug Your Brain Into This Powerful Mind Machine To Zap Stress, Improve 
Mental Powers, And Free Yourself Of Self-Sabotaging Behavior. Plus Get 
$500 Worth Of Bonus MindWare ' M ! 




The SuperMincT" computer uses a programmable llght/sound matrix to synchronize your 
brainwaves Into desired mind-states. You can custom program thousands of different 
frequency combinations or use the built-in preset programs with amazing 3-D sound effects. 



By Dane Spotts 

After a stressful day at work I put 
on my space age shades, plug in the 
"Dreamtime" tape, and program my 
SuperMind ™ computer for a "heavy- 
duty" Theta session. As I punch tne 
start button I'm reminded of NASA's 
virtual reality machines. Those bil- 
lion dollar video games that trans- 
port your consciousness into an arti- 
ficial computer world you manipu- 
late with voice commands and ges- 
tures. 

Of course, the SuperMind™ isn't 
virtual reality. No. It's more like elec- 
tronic Zen. 

A Vacation In 20 Minutes 

After only a few moments of 
being plugged into this machine, I 
was sucked into a deep trance. Weird 
colors and patterns were created on 
the insides of my closed eyelids. I felt 
super relaxed and experienced the 
most profound sensation of peace 
and joy. It felt as if my soul was 
transported into the garden of eden. 
Was this the blissful ecstasy of 
enlightenment mystics write about? I 
felt an orgasmic endorphin rush 
stream into my brain. Yes! I was 
launching into Theta-land. Big time. 

Using pulses of sequenced light 
emitted from the glasses and com- 
puter generated sound frequencies, 
the SuperMind ™ synchronizes your 
brainwave patterns, driving your 
brain into an altered state of con- 
sciousness similar to dreaming. 

Based on hard scientific evidence 
which associates states of conscious- 



ness with dominant brainwave activ- 
ity, this machine coaxes your brain 
into an Alpha/Theta pattern (brain- 
waves in the 4-1 0Hz range), which is 
associated with deep meditation and 
mental imagery. Zen monks and 
yogis train for decades to achieve this 
same level of mental control. 

Developed by the Mind Research 
Laboratory, now anyone can enter 
profound mental states at the push of 
a button. And because it's computer 
controlled you can experiment with 
thousands of different frequency 
combinations. Or you can choose 
from 10 "preset programs" designed 
to produce specific states of con- 
sciousness - ranging from dream-like 
sleep and meditation to extreme 
alertness - all at the push of a button. 

The size of a pocket calculator, it's 
so portable I take it with me on busi- 
ness trips to beat stress and jet lag. A 
20-minute session gives me the 
equivalent of 8-hours sleep and helps 
reset my biological clock. 

Boost Brainpower 

Listen: Training your brain to gen- 
erate Theta activity for even a few 
minutes each day has enormous ben- 
efits, including boosting the immune 
system, enhancing creativity, I.Q., 
and psychic abilities, along with 
increasing feelings of psychological 
well-being. 

For a little black box to do all that 
to your brain in 20 minutes is amaz- 
ing enough, but it's only part of the 
story. Because this machine can also 



be used to accelerate learning and 
modify negative self-defeating 
behavior. 

Automatic Hypnosis 

Let's say you wanted to quit 
smoking, enhance your self-esteem, 
lose weight, or just play a better 
game of golf. You could pay a hyp- 
notist $100 an hour or more to repro- 
ram these new self-image and 
ehavior patterns into your subcon- 
scious. Or, by plugging into the 
SuperMind™ you could induce a hyp- 
notic trance in a matter of seconds. 
Then, while your subconscious is 
primed for psychological program- 
ming, you play prerecorded behav- 
ioralmindscripts, and these new suc- 
cess patterns become transferred 
onto your brain. 

I'll include a special report that 
teaches you exactly how to create 
your own behavioral mindscripts on 
everything from success conditioning 
and weight control to enhancing sex- 
ual performance. Or if you wish, use 
Zygon's prerecorded library of 
MindWare™ tapes. Whichever 
method you choose, you'll possess 
an extremely flexible and powerful 
tool for rescripting your subcon- 
scious and improving your life. 

Instant Speed Learning 

Plus, you can use this machine for 
speed learning. Tests at the 
University of California have 
revealed the effects of Theta frequen- 
cies on learning. During their study a 



group of 20 students learned 1,800 
words of Bulgarian in 120 hours 
while using Tneta stimulation pro- 
grams. In about 1/3 the normal time 
they spoke and wrote the new lan- 
guage. 

As an additional bonus I'll be 
sending you a special report on how 
to set up your own speed learning 
system to learn foreign languages 
and new material at lightning fast 
speed. 

Free Mood-Lifting Library 

And if you order your 
SuperMind™ now (during this special 
introductory period), you'll receive a 
third special bonus - FREE. Four 
very unique MindWare™ sound- 
tracks, called Moodscapes™, enhance 
your SuperMind™ experience. You 
simply connect a stereo player to the 
SuperMind™ unit using tne patch 
cord provided. While the frequency 
matrix of your SuperMind™ alters 
your mind-state, the Moodscapes™ 
soundtrack transports your con- 
sciousness into a beautiful and 
unique aural landscape. Because 
your brain is so "tuned in" by the 
light/sound frequencies, your mind 
creates an intense array of mental 
images. The combination is truly 
exhilarating. 

And that's only the beginning. 
Because as part of tnis special promo- 
tion, I'm including $500 worth of 
additional MindWare™ bonuses with 
your SuperMind™ computer. For a 
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The SuperMind™ bonus bundle package above includes the Behavioral Mlndscrlpts Library™, 3 Fantastic Mind Journeys, and the 4 Instant 
Language courses with workbook, as well as your free Moodscapes™ Library, and Auto-Hypnosis and Speed Learning Audio Reports. 



Instant French ” Free! 

Learn 4 foreign languages, rescript self-sabotaging 
behavior, and send your brain on 
incredible mind journeys! 

ALL FREE! 

Details below. 



Super Motivation Library 

Turn stress into success, and a 
loser mind-set into a winning one at 
the touch of a button with the 22-title 
Behavioral Mindscripts Library™. By 
first synchronizing your brainwaves 
into the optimum mind-state for 
psychological programming, the 
5uperMinir M uses these mindscript- 
ing tapes to rewire deeply embedded 
subconscious belief patterns. 
Reprogram self-sabotaging behavior 
and implant new success patterns 
automatically. Normally eacn title is 
$10, but for a limited time I'm 
bundling this entire $220 library with 
your SuperMind ™ computer. 

And there's more... 

Speak French, Spanish, 
German, & Italian Overnight 

Using the amazing accelerated 
language learning system, these four 
[nstant Language courses are also 
bundled with your SuperMind ™ 
computer. Each course works with 
software built into your SuperMind ™ 
to imprint a super-fast working 
knowledge of these languages into 
your memory. Edited to accelerate 
learning time, words and phrases for 
speaking in each country are 
imprinted directly onto your brain 
cells. No verbs to conjugate or gram- 
mar to learn. A $200 super-value, all 
four language courses won't cost you 
a penny. 

And here's something else... 

3 Fantastic Mind Journeys 

Trigger vivid sensory responses in 
your brain and transport your con- 
sciousness on a journey to other 
times and places with three mind- 
blowing experiences. "Aboriginal 
Dreamtime"^ takes you to a mystical 
time when the world was new and 
magic ruled. "Cetacean Mind Link" 



puts your consciousness inside a 
whale and dolphin to experience an 
incredible ocean world. And finally 
the ultimate mind-trip, "Near Death 
Experience" simulates the 5 astral 
stages of a journey out of your body, 
then back again, renewed and 
enlivened. Three superbly crafted 
SuperMind ™ experiences are $25 
each, adding another $75 bonus 
value to your package. 

$17,000 Machine For $299 

I'm super pumped up by this 
powerful self-improvement tool. Of 
all the light/sound machines I've 
used, the only one that even comes 
close to the SuperMind ™ is a $17,000 
clinical model. 



This powerful brain boosting com- 
puter with all its incredible bonuses - 
'Auto-Hypnosis" Special Report ($25 
value), the "Speed Learning System" 
($25 value), Moodscapes™ Library 
($100 value), and the incredible 
MindWare™ Bonus Bundle Package 
($500 value), is all yours for only 
$299.95. 

30-Day Free Trial 

And you can tiy it entirely at my 
risk over the next 30 days. Take your 
brain on a mind macnine journey 
into incredible mind-altering experi- 
ences, learn foreign languages at the 
push of a button, and reprogram a 
loser mind-set into a winning one. If 
for any reason you're not blown 



away by the technology, send your 
computer back to me for a full 
refund. But no matter what, keep the 
$100 worth of Moodscapes™ as my 
free gift just for giving it a shot. 

To order, simply call my toll free 
number and ask for the SuperMind ™ 
special offer (Item #405). Or send 
our check or money order for 
299.95 plus $15 shipping & han- 
dling to the address below. Please 
allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 

For Fastest Service Order Toll Free 

1-800-925-3263 

ZYGON 

P.0. Box 97022, Redmond. WA 98073-9722 

For Information Please Call (206) 885-9200 
Fax Orders To (206) 882-1454 



$500 MindWare Bonus Pak! 





3 FANTASTIC MIND JOURNEYS FREE! 



SUPER MOTIVATION LIBRARY FREE! 



22 Behavioral Mindscripting titles rewire deeply embedded sub- 
conscious beliefs. By synchronizing your brainwave patterns into 
the optimum mind-state for psychological programming, then 
implanting new success patterns, your subconscious automati- 
cally creates an outward reality to match these new inner 
images. The titles recorded onto 11 audio cassettes Include: 
l)Attractlng Prosperity & Wealth, 2)Suc cess Motivation, 
3)Elimlnate Procrastination, 4)lncrease Focus & Concentration, 
5)Creatlvity & Problem Solving, 6)Self-Confidence, 7IBuilding 
Self-Esteem, 8)Tlme Management & Organization, 9)Sale s 
Superstar, 10)Winnlng Personality, ll)Permanent Weight Loss, 
12)Stay Flt/Exerclse Motivation, 13)Qult Smoking Forever, 
14)Reduce Blood Pressure, lSJStress Reduction, 16)Mastering 
Fear & Anxiety, 17)Mlnd Over Illness, 18)Effective Public 
Speaking, 19)Super Memory 8c Learning, 20)0vercoming 
Shyness, 21)Attractlng Love Relationships, 22)Expandlng 
Psvchlc Powers. 

A $220 value, the Behavioral Mindscripts Library ™ Is yours 
FREE Kith your SuperMind™ Bonus Bundle Package. 



Using a special combination of sound effects and digital harmon- 
ics, these soundtracks launch your brain into “virtual reality”-llke 
experiences similar to what we saw Arnold Schwarzenegger 
experience in the movie Total Recall. 

Aboriginal Dreamtime - launches your consciousness Into the 
remote outback of Australia where you experience a mystical 
time when the world was new and magic ruled. 

Cetacean Mind Unk - turns your consciousness Into a whale 
swimming the ocean with a remarkable ease. Your mind links 
with perhaps the most intelligent species on the planet. 

Near Death Experience - you experience the ultimate mind-trip, 
as your consciousness passes through 5 different levels of 
awareness on your journey toward the light of peace and love. 
This simulation then brings your consciousness back Into your 
body, energized and enlivened. 



© 1993 Zygon. All Rights Reserved. SuperMind, MindWare, Mindscripts. 
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t, & Instant Language are trademarks of Zygon International. 









Science 

By Andrews, Beason and Landis 

The search for alien intelligence may 
alter what it means to be human. 




One of SFs great 
themes is that 
somewhere out 
there an alien 
species waits. Noiv 
science hopes to 
turn fiction into 
fact. Art by Don 
Dixon. 



I S ANYBODY OUT THERE?” THAT’S A QUESTION Hu- 
manity has pondered for ages, ever since our pre- 
historic ancestors first noticed the twinkling of a 
star. Thousands of years later, humanity has 
grown more sophisticated, but we still have no definitive 
answer to the question. Arlan Andrews, Sr., Doug Bea- 
son and Geoffrey A. Landis, each a noted scientist as 
well as science fiction writer, joined Science Fiction Age 
for an exclusive discussion of the current state of SETI 
— the Search for Extraterrestrial Intelligence. 

SF AGE: We have probably been staring at the heav- 
ens wondering whether there was anyone else out there 
since people first existed. But when did we start to do 
more than just wonder? When did we first start trying to 
do something about it and move on to making serious 
attempts to contact extraterrestrial life? 

ANDREWS: To my knowledge, the first scientific at- 
tempt at communication with another world was in Col- 
orado Springs, by Nikola Tesla in 1899. He built an 
enormous transmitter to contact Martians. Got an an- 
swer, too, he once said. 

SF AGE: And what was the answer? 

LANDIS: “Strangely regular chirping noises,” he said. 
Today, we believe he heard “whistlers,” a form of radio 
noise caused by lightning. 

SF AGE: So what was the first serious attempt to 
shout “hello” to the rest of the universe? 

LANDIS: There was an early proposal by the math- 
ematician Karl Gauss. In 1820, Gauss proposed con- 
tacting Martians by making giant geometrical structures 
on the Earth to illustrate the Pythagorean theorem that 
could be viewed from telescopes on Mars. Didn’t ever 
try it though. 

ANDREWS: Guiseppe Cocconi and Philip Morrison 



wrote the first paper on SETI in the journal Nature in 
1959, titled “Searching For Interstellar Communica- 
tions." In 1967, Dr. Frank Drake wrote a book, Intelli- 
gent Life in the Universe, detailing his ideas about SETI 
and his experiences with Project Ozma, the 1960 at- 
tempt to search for ET signals using a radio telescope. 
The search was limited to the 21 centimeter wavelength, 
which is where natural hydrogen, the most abundant el- 
ement in the universe, radiates its radio waves. 

BEASON: In 1961, Frank Drake, Carl Sagan and sev- 
eral other now distinguished scientists held a seminar 
on the possibility of contacting ETs. That’s when the 
Fermi Paradox first appeared I believe — Fermi was one 
of the participants. 

LANDIS: Actually no, he wasn’t. Fermi first articu- 
lated the paradox in 1950, at Los Alamos. One night, 
after a long discussion of the possibility of other civi- 
lizations, so tire story goes, Fermi looked out at the night 
sky, then looked over at the other scientists and asked, 
“So where are they?” 

SF AGE: So in the history of attempts, were these 
the first by scientists, as opposed to crackpots? 

ANDREWS: Tesla was both scientist and crackpot, 
depending on the success of his efforts. He did invent 
multi-phase alternating current and many other tech- 
nologies necessary for our present civilization. Some 
things, however, apparently didn’t work. 

ANDREWS: The most recent attempt, I believe, is fi- 
nanced by Spielberg. 

SF AGE: Which is? 

LANDIS: The most recent attempt is the NASA High 
Resolution Microwave Survey, which started October 
12th of last year’. In addition, there are also two other 
older SETI projects still going on. One is tire Planetary 
Institute’s META project (the one financed in part by 
Spielberg), and the other the long-running Ohio State 
SETI project. 

SF AGE: And what is each doing, Geoff? 

LANDIS: The high-resolution microwave survey is 
actually two searches. One, the sky survey, uses the 
Deep Space Network (the same network of radio dishes 
that tracks space probes) to scan across the entire sky 
in a range of microwave frequencies. The other, the tar- 
geted search, uses the largest radio telescope in the 
world to look in detail at several hundred sun-like stars 
within 100 light-years of the Earth. The other SETI pro- 
gram is the Planetary Society’s META project (“Million 
channel Extraterrestrial Assay”, I believe). “Million 
channel” because it looks at the equivalent of a million 
television channels at once. But that’s not enough. The 
next version of this project is designed to look at a bil- 
lion channels. 

BEASON: NASA’s SETI project is actually called the 
“Targeted Search” and the “Sky Survey”. Dr Gary Coul- 
ter, a Colorado State University faculty member, is head- 
ing up the NASA program. 

ANDREWS: It is interesting that the sun-like stars 
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within the 100 light-year radius of Sol are all 
roughly on a plane, and that they are 
bunched together. This fact was only recog- 
nized after some interesting UFO specula- 
tions about 30 years ago. 

LANDIS: Really, Arlan? Not according to 
the star maps I’ve seen, but they weren’t all 
that detailed. 

BEASON: The “Targeted Search” uses 
1,000 solar-type stars as targets, in the 1 GHz 
(1,000 MegaHertz) to 3 GHz frequency range 
with multiple frequency resolutions from 1 
to 1.000 Hz. The sensitivity is better than 
Hr* 3 square meters per watt — that’s a hun- 
dred million billion billion, like detecting a 
match out by Pluto! The “Sky Survey” uses 
full sky coverage from 1 to 10 GHz with res- 
olutions between 30 and 1,000 Hz, with sensi- 
tivities on the order of l(r® nr/watt, about 
1,000 times less sensitivity than the targeted 
search. 

SF AGE: It seems that we are attempting 
to find life in three different ways: simply lis- 
tening, sending out messages, and sending 
out physical objects on satellites which we 
hope others will be able to find and decipher. 
Of these three, which is the most likely to 
find proof? 

LANDIS: “Sending out objects” is not re- 
ally an attempt to make contact with ex- 
traterrestrials, Star Trek to the contrary. 

SF AGE: What is it then, Geoff? This 
layperson always thought they were meant 
to wander on, until they were found. 

LANDIS: It’s the equivalent of scrawling 
graffiti on rocks: it makes us feel good. The 
idea of somebody finding Voyager someday 
is about as realistic as somebody writing a 
message on a grain of sand, tossing it on a 
beach, and hoping somebody will find it, 
when you don’t tell them what planet the 
beach is on. Space is big. 

ANDREWS: It will take tens of millions 
of years for any of our current spacefaring 
objects to get out among other solar sys- 
tems. Very slow. On the other hand, our 
radio signals from the 1930s are already out 
60 light-years. 

LANDIS: But, even with the best radio 
telescopes we have, we would not be able to 
hear Earth’s radio or TV broadcasts from 
even the nearest star. After crossing inter- 
stellar distances, the signal is very weak! 

SF AGE: What have been the results of 
our listening so far? 

ANDREWS: We discovered pulsars as a 
result of SETI. 

SF AGE: So we discovered what we 
weren’t looking for, but how much closer are 
we to finding what we are looking for, Arlan? 

ANDREWS: There have also been many 
dozens of unexplained, one-shot anomalies. 

It would be ironic if ET civilizations didn’t 
use radio. We use radio because it’s what 
we’ve got. Could be that the real advanced 
ET civilizations use other forms of emis- 
sions, perhaps tachyons. 

LANDIS: The absence of certifiably alien 
signals so far isn’t an evidence that they’re 



not there. The signals might be too weak for 
us to detect, or in a different wavelength 
band. The bands we’ve searched have been 
microwave, mostly because our microwave 
equipment is well developed. 

BEASON: The rationale for using mi- 
crowaves is that it is in a “quiet” part of the 
spectrum, away from the low frequency 
noise, but yet below the plasma hiss. They 
think it would be centered around ionized 
hydrogen emission, but again, I’m still not 
convinced. It’s too convenient for us! 

LANDIS: The bands searched are known 
in the SETI field as the “water hole”, because 
they lie in the portion of the microwave 
spectrum between the radio lines produced 
by ionized hydrogen and those produced by 
the hydroxyl ion (OH). Together, hydrogen 
plus OH is water. But the SETI scientists also 
like the image of “waiting by the water hole" 
to see who’s there. 

SF AGE: What are the contents of the 
various messages we are sending out? 

ANDREWS: The messages we are send- 
ing out continuously are Miami Vice, MTV, 
and tonight, Stephen King’s The Tommy- 
knockers. 

SF AGE: And what have we been hearing? 

ANDREWS: John W. Campbell, many 
yeais back, when he was editor oi Astound- 
ing Science Fiction, mentioned that there 
ought to be “tire tracks” across the universe, 
trails left by ET spaceships— if indeed there 
are any spaceships. It might be fruitful to’ 
look for those. 

LANDIS: Yes, Freeman Dyson made a 
similar observation many years back. He. 
suggested looking for several things — 
among them the infrared emission of “Dyson 
Spheres” — but also the skid marks of ion- 
ized gas left by starships decelerating by 
plasma braking. 

BEASON: There’s still one thing that 
bothers me— all these assumptions are 
based on what we think is possible. Which 
means that something else entirely is prob- 
ably closer to reality. We may not be able to 
even comprehend how an alien race would 
communicate with us. 

ANDREWS: Doug— it’s the classic prob- 
lem of looking under the nearest lamppost 
for something you lost down the street — the 
light’s better here! 

SF AGE: So have we chosen the correct 
methods to use to look? What should we be 
doing? 

BEASON: Why not try to detect neutrino 
emissions, or gravity modulation? Or rips in 
space-time? 

ANDREWS: There is a possibility that 
the human mind might be a better medium 
than microwaves — but that opens up fields 
far beyond even UFOs. 

LANDIS: Neutrinos or gravity waves are 
out, because we don’t have good detectors 
for modulated signals. If they’re trying to 
communicate with us using neutrinos, we’re 
just out of luck until we develop our tech- 
nology more! 
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BEASON: But that’s our problem, not 
theirs. 

LANDIS: The advantage of using lasers 
for interstellar communication is that lasers 
can have very narrow line width, and thus 
can actually be even brighter than the star 
that is next to them (in a 
narrow band). They also 
have much less beam 
spread over interstellar 
distances. So far, people 
haven’t been looking for 
optical — laser— signals, 
but perhaps this will 
change in the near future. 

I suppose I might say that 
I mentioned searching for 
laser SETI signals in my 
stoiy “Projects” in 1990, 
but I doubt it was the first 
proposal of the sort. There 
has been a bit of talk lately 
about looking in the opti- 
cal bands. 

BEASON: The prob- 
lem with communicating 
in the optical bands is ab- 
sorption and red-shift ef- 
fects. The laser light would be absorbed and 
scattered; gravitational red-shift effects 
would skew the information as well. 

ANDREWS: By analogy, how could we 
even communicate with ants? Bacteria? 
Even dolphins and chimps, who are much 
closer to us than aliens ever will be? 

SF AGE: But the “I” in SETI stands for in- 
telligence, doesn’t it? 

ANDREWS: Intelligence doesn’t always 
mean “smart." There are relatively insane so- 
cieties on this planet we have difficulty com- 
municating with. 

SF AGE: If I gave you unlimited SETI 
funding tomorrow, what would you do? 

ANDREWS: Unlimited funding? I would 
take a note from Carl Sagan and hire some 
archaeologists to study his and Shlovskii’s 
book on possible alien contact during an- 
cient Syrian times, and look for artifacts that 
would limit the search. And I would expend 
some resources to investigate a few of the 
more interest ing modern reports of unusual 
aerial phenomena. 

BEASON: I really like Charles Sheffield’s 
approach as presented in his novel Cold as 
Ice. He set up a 600,000 element optical in- 
terfermetic array (reaching out past Pluto) 
to synthesize pictures of planets out to the 
edge of the galaxy. 

LANDIS: There is a lot to be said for the 
idea of making a large radio array on the far 
side of the moon. The most significant diffi- 
culty in SETI is that of discriminating signals 
that are actually from space from signals 
produced by Earth-based intelligences such 
as the DEA and NSA. 

ANDREWS: I do have a concern. Like the 
natives of North America, sometimes it is an 
advantage to be far away and unknown. I 
imagine the true alien will be somewhere be- 



tween the one in the movie ET and the one 
in The Thing— Carpenter’s version. I’d like 
us armed to the teeth with fusion weapons 
before we make contact. But then, we are, 
aren’t we? 

LANDIS: Don’t be silly, Arlan. Any tech- 
nology that could travel 
here across interstellar 
distances has access to 
tools that make fusion 
bombs look like firecrack- 
ers. Even a very small ship 
traveling at 90 percent of 
the speed of light has 
damn near enough energy 
to melt continents. 

ANDREWS: Not nec- 
essarily, Geoff. Hairy Tur- 
tledove did a story like 
that years ago— space- 
ships and muskets. Any- 
way, fusion weapons are 
fairly good, I’d imagine, 
about convincing anyone 
with evil intent. 

SF AGE: Do all of you 
believe that there is intel- 
ligent life out there? And if 
so, why do you believe? Is it just faith? 

LANDIS: I do believe that there is, but I 
believe that it may be stranger than we can 
imagine. 

BEASON: I think it’s possible, but I also 
think it’s not probable. If so, why haven’t we 
heard? But I hope I’m wrong. 

ANDREWS: We have explored one solar 
system. There is life here. Therefore, all our 
experimentation and exploration indicate a 
100 percent chance for life. Everything else, 
all dissident opinion, is merely speculation. 
Empiricism rules. 

LANDIS: The odds against our being 
alone are just too enormous: there are a hun- 
dred billion stars in our galaxy and hundreds 
of billions of galaxies in the universe. The 
chance that we are alone is just too tiny. 

BEASON: I hope you’re right— but I have 
yet to see evidence to the contrary. 

LANDIS: But the odds that intelligent life 
elsewhere is like ours? Not likely. Of all the 
species on Earth, it seems only luck that pri- 
mates were the ones that developed intelli- 
gence. 

ANDREWS: Given the distribution of 
Sol-like stars nearby, that they lie roughly in 
a plane, and that we are indeed living and 
sort of intelligent— it seems to me that what- 
ever created this small section of the uni- 
verse operated by common rules. I’d even 
expect to see humanoids from those places. 

SF AGE: What will it mean to us when 
and if contact is made? How will contact af- 
fect the earth? 

ANDREWS: Contact now wouldn’t affect 
us nearly as much now as in the past. We SF 
authors and fans have permeated our soci- 
eties (read, Western societies) with the idea 
of aliens. If they don’t look too much like spi- 
Continued on page 34 



An important way 
to see if we are 
alone in the 
universe is to 
start looking for 
planets around 
other stars, using 
space-based 
telescopes. 
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Essay 

By Hal Clement 



Whatever happened to the science 
in Science Fiction? 



SF isn’t what it 
used to be. Frank R. 
Paul did the cover 
art for the August 
1928 issue of Hugo 
Gemsback’s 
Astounding Stories. 




I GET ASKED OCCASIONALLY WHERE THE SCIENCE IN 
science fiction has gone, but a better question 
might be, “Where has science gone?” I stalled 
reading what is still my favorite material in the 
pulp magazines of the ‘30s. In spite of Hugo Gemsback’s 
standard claim to accuracy I, just into my teens, was 
often able to spot events and background situations of 
the most dubious scientific provenance. I didn’t, of 
course, know Venus had a temperature above that of 
molten lead, but I was extremely doubtful that Gany- 
mede had a breathable atmosphere, or that an overnight 
bombardment with X-rays would turn any collection of 
chemicals into a living cell. 

Even then I was of the conservative-materialistic type, 
morally sure that the universe runs by laws; but I also re- 
alized that the game board is incredibly large and the 
number of pieces vast beyond imagination. The origin of 
life was no doubt natural and, in principle, a soluble 
problem, but nowhere near as simple a process as 
“Cupid of the Laboratory” suggested. 

I knew that a spaceship whose drive broke down 
would not spiral into the sun, and I felt that there was 
something odd in a story background which included 
an interstellar government centered on planet Spica but 
wherein it took five months to get from Saturn to Earth. 

A possible response to the opening question above 
might therefore be, “Was science ever there?” 

It was. Hidden behind the inertialess drive was some 
knowledge of the size and structure of the Milky Way. 



Mixed up with 800-mile-an-hour Venusian bullet-beetles 
was at least a touch of ecology. Underlying interdimen- 
sional attackers were bits— enticing bits— of four-di- 
mensional geometry and information about binary stars; 
and serving as background for all the weird organisms 
from Mars, Rigel, and interstellar space itself lurked 
(sometimes well hidden, admittedly) the concept that 
living creatures are products of nature which obey the 
laws of chemistry and mechanics. 

The fact that not all the authors knew much science 
themselves was less important than the fact that they 
were storytellers. In some ways, I grant, it still is. 

As a normally cocky teenager, I had no trouble con- 
vincing myself that I could write similar stories without 
making the scientific bloopers which I was spotting with 
increasing frequency in the magazines. (I was learning, 
but not yet maturing.) Surely I could never be so silly as 
to have a spaceship traveling at half the speed of light, 
take several days to get from Callisto to Earth! 

So I stalled writing. I made no spaceships fall into the 
sun (except once, as a result of an evil character’s mis- 
understanding the Trojan orbit situation; but / knew bet- 
ter!). I did not have anyone go from Earth to Rigel via 
Antares. I did not arrange for a wandering star or planet 
to be captured gravitationally by another without ac- 
counting for the energy which would normally let it es- 
cape again. I did not manufacture a planet shaped like 
a chipped brick 14,000 miles long. 

But I did say, in so many words, that a sailing ship 
could go fastest with the wind behind it. I built, and 
wrote about, a rapidly spinning planet, using the funda- 
mentally erroneous assumption that it would have an 
elliptical meridional cross section. And, of course, I 
blandly ignored Special Relativity; my people and ma- 
chines traveled faster than light, with only the conven- 
tional lip service to the need for a warp drive or an 
Electromagnetic Geodesic Deflector. As a teenager, I 
had much confidence that the speed-of-light law would 
share, some day, the fate of Newtonian physics. I still 
consider it possible , but about as likely as someone’s 
finding a better explanation for the observations than a 
round earth or evolution. 

What I have done, over the years, is outgrow my ju- 
venile need to be unassailably correct. I have even come 
to appreciate the need for, and value of, artistic license. 
Science fiction and I have both profited. Or matured. I 
am learning to stifle Wishful Thinking. 

Science fiction has certainly changed. It is still a lit- 
erature of ideas, but the ideas have come to blend far 
more smoothly with characters, and their urges and lim- 
itations, than they did 60 years ago. It is still an exercise 
of the imagination, just as the more frankly fantastic 
stuff is, and has no need to be ashamed of the fact. 

However, there seems to be an increasing amount of 
material published as “science fiction” which to me is 
straight fantasy. I am not going to attempt a definition 
which will clearly distinguish the two; the literary field 
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is a continuum. However, when the underly- 
ing rules implied by a story’s sequence of 
events ignore the conservation laws of mass- 
energy and momentum and appear to have 
been made up, if they were considered at all, 
solely for the furtherance of the plot, I feel 
that I am reading fantasy (all right, my faster- 
than-light stuff is fantasy, then, and so is 
Sprague de Camp’s time travel if you’re 
purist enough). 

If science fiction is selling well, publishers 
are going to call their stuff science fiction. I 
fear, however, that there is another reason 
for this trend of softening science. I get a 
strong feeling that an increasing number of 
people are backing off from science, and 
that a decreasing number even know what it 
is. At SF conventions, dealer tables carry 
power crystals, works on astrology, and 
tarot apparatus. In the news, attempts to 
have the essentially magical “Scientific Cre- 
ationism” taught in public schools as though 
it were science are increasingly frequent; 
and in the cover blurb of a recent paperback, 
I read to my shock that “Terry Pratchett has 
done for fantasy what Douglas Adams did 
for science fiction.’’ (Yes, I own the paper- 
back in question; I’m a Discworld fan.) 

Some of this may result from the interest 
in “parapsychology” (psi) which has been 
with us for decades, and in which some rea- 
sonably careful scientific work has been 
done; but more of it seems to me to rest on 
wishful thinking. This worries me. 



People want to believe that celestial ob- 
jects are responsible for their actions, not 
they themselves; they want to believe that 
thinking can be bypassed 
by consulting mystically 
guided card decks which 
carry the “distilled wis- 
dom of the universe;” they 
want to believe that they 
have lived earlier lives and 
can count, therefore, on 
living subsequent ones. 

(All right, so I want to be- 
lieve that I live in an or- 
derly universe.) 

And they have no trouble convincing 
themselves that any properly “open-minded” 
person must agree with them. 

Now, I like to think that I do have an 
“open” mind. I have, in the last seven 
decades, built up a fairly detailed and com- 
prehensive mental image of the universe, but 
I certainly grant that it is very incomplete 
and may possibly be outright wrong in 
places. The fact that this image does not, so 
far, include such things as telepathy, 
telekinesis, precognition or the various 
other alleged phenomena covered by the let- 
ter psi, or reincarnation, or fairies, or ecto- 
plasm, or crystal power or justification for 
astrology does not mean that any of these 
things don’t exist. It does mean that the al- 
leged evidence for these phenomena is poor. 
I am self- confident enough (conceited, if 



you like) to believe in my own judgment of 
what constitutes strong evidence. It certainly 
means that I am justified, not in denying the 
existence of all these 
things, which I don’t, but 
in denying that if they do 
exist, anyone has yet to re- 
duce them to reliable en- 
gineering practice. 

I have heard my share 
of stories about success- 
ful astrological and tarot 
predictions. I have seen 
too much of the human 
mind at work to place the 
slightest faith in them. I am not calling the 
raconteurs deliberate Hal's, but I know that 
the human mind (including my own) is far 
too prone to notice and remember what it 
expects or wants to happen, and far too 
good at editing the memories it does gener- 
ate, to be trusted at all with data recording. 
Wildly conflicting “eyewitness” accounts of 
the same event, both incidental and experi- 
mental, are far too common for this point to 
be disputed. “Science” knows better than to 
trust them. 

Pseudoscience and anti-science depend 
on them. Some years ago I wrote to a well- 
known fortuneteller and happened to call as- 
trology a form of mysticism. In the indignant 
reply, I was fhst assured that it was not mys- 
ticism but science; then several pages were 
used explaining why, nevertheless, it should- 
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be exempted from certain of the rules ob- 
served by scientists; and it ended with an au- 
thoritative statement of astrology’s truth 
which, semantically, boiled down to an ac- 
count by Herodotus of a legend reported by, 
I think, Plato, of a traveler’s report from 
some 600 years earlier still of an assurance 
of its reliability by an Egyptian priest who 
made part of his living practicing the art. The 
writer of the letter may have felt he had a 
convincing argument. I still do not. 

So, I fear, vast numbers of us have lost, if 
we ever had, our understanding of the mean- 
ing of science. So what? Consider. 

The main aim of this activity is to discover 
the laws under which the universe operates. 
This both satisfies us emotionally — we like 
to think we’re right — and improves our 
physical lives. It presupposes that there is 
law. We may not be right about this — some 
highly knowledgeable, extremely powerful, 
and decidedly deceitful being or beings not 
subject to law may be running things ac- 
cording to its or their whim(s). If so, science 
is a futile activity. I certainly hope not. 

A mqjor aspect of science, then, is elimi- 
nating or allowing adequately for the editing 
tendencies of human minds. A part of this 
task is the careful and detailed recording 
and publication of the observational tech- 
niques and results, plus the equally detailed 
exposition of the reasoning leading to the 
announcement of any alleged discovery. 

Science fiction, in the hardest sense of tire 
word, extrapolates from such well-sup- 
ported discoveries, though we often hope 
that one or another will prove wrong and 
plot accordingly. 

A favorite charge against “science” is its 
unwillingness to accept new “theories” and 
“discoveries.” Granting that scientists are 
human and tend to get fonder and fonder of 
successful theories as time goes on, this is 
still baloney. Darwin offended the self-love 
of most of humanity; Einstein shook com- 
mon sense to its foundations. Both, how- 
ever, supplied observational evidence and 
coherent reasoning in so much detail that 
their proposals are now generally accepted. 
(And, yes, evolution and relativity are “only 
theories.”) This is as far as you get in sci- 
ence; there is always a chance, however 
small, that new evidence may be found or 
old evidence reinterpreted to require new 
explanations. Regardless of what the “sci- 
entific creationists” may say, our choices are 
not between theory and fact but among the- 
ories of varying value. 

All theories originate in the human imagi- 
nation. The better ones arise when the imag- 
ination is firmly reined in by what too many 
of my species regal'd as a dirty— a four-let- 
ter— word. 

But discipline does not really have four 
letters, and if you expect to earn the fame of 
a Darwin, an Einstein, or a Heinlein, stop 
treating it as though it did. This applies 
whether you are hoping for a Hugo or merely 
a Nobel prize. □ 
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Science 

Continued from page 28 

ders or centipedes, we could get along if 
they’re peaceful. 

BEASON: Hopefully it would mean a 
complete rethinking of the way we run this 
planet. When people are faced with the j'eal- 
ity that “we are not alone,” that strikes at 
the most fundamental core of our very be- 
lief system — which in turn will determine 
how we live and interact as humans. We may 
even have to redefine what we mean as “hu- 
manity.” 

SF AGE: But Doug— if the discovery of 
America didn’t do that to the Europeans, 
why should the discovery of life on another 
planet do it to us? Finding America didn’t 
seem to change Europe in terms of making 
them more “human.” 

ANDREWS: Sure it did, Scott. It gave us 
Jefferson and Franklin, and they changed 
the whole world. Not to mention potatoes, 
tomatoes, bananas, and syphilis. 

LANDIS: It makes trouble for religions, 
possibly. They will have to accept that God 
is more creative than we humans, in our ar- 
rogance, had given Him credit for! I agree 
with Allan— science fiction has been paving 
the way toward acceptance. 

BEASON: I know several prominent the- 
ologians who see no religious problem with 
discovering life on other planets. 

SF AGE: What I meant is that so many 
SF stories assume that aliens will cause 
earthlings to band together and forget their, 
differences. Well, America didn’t cause Eu- 
ropeans to band together. They still had their 
troubles. 

BEASON: But there is no comparison be- 
tween the discovery of America in the past 
to discovering other life forms in the pre- 
sent. America was unexpected, sure, but it 
didn’t rattle the core of our belief system! 
This is basic stuff — these aliens aren’t sim- 
ply going to be different-colored humans. 

ANDREWS: What if we like the aliens 
better than our fellow humans? I mean, what 
if they are like teddy bears, ET from the 
movie, shmoos, or extremely erotic beings? 
What if we would want to merge with their 
collective being rather than stay human? 

SF AGE: Is your assumption that no 
physical contact will be made? That the in- 
telligent race we find will be on the opposite 
side of the universe? Probably long dead? 

BEASON: That’s assuming only one alien 
race exists. Which is probably a bad as- 
sumption. 

LANDIS: An important way to look to 
see if we are alone in the universe is to start 
looking for planets around other stars, using 
space-based telescopes. 

ANDREWS: There is, abroad in the na- 
tion, the perception that there have been mil- 
lions of abductions by “gray” creatures that 
are taking humans and subjecting them to 
sexual inspections and forced abortions. 
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These kinds of people will believe almost 
anything. As far as they’re concerned, they 
already have had alien encounters. And they 
don’t like them. 

SF AGE: Which of the current projects is 
the most deserving of support? Can the pub- 
lic write letteis supporting funding? 




NASA uses the world's largest radio tele- 
scope, located near Arecibo, Puerto Rico, 
in it’s targeted search for evidence of 
extraterrestrial intelligence. 



LANDIS: SETI takes such a minuscule 
amount of money that we can easily fund all 
the projects and still have money to build 
new telescopes to start looking for planets 
around distant stars. 

BEASON: Personally, I think it’s great 
that the United States is even attempting to 
have a SETI program. It’s one of the few far- 
sighted things we’re doing, getting away 
from that M.B.A. second quarter profit “bot- 
tom line” mentality. 

ANDREWS: The payoff is potentially 
enormous; convincing every congresscritter 
of that fact is hopeless. 

LANDIS: Yes, the name of the NASA 
SETI search was changed to “High Resolu- 
tion Microwave Survey” because it turned 
out to be just too hard to push “Search for 
Extraterrestrial Intelligence” through Con- 
gress! I think it is important to emphasize 
that we have only barely begun to look. We 
have only glanced at a small portion of the 
radio spectrum, for tiny periods of time — 
typically only a few seconds per star — and 
with receivers that are not very sensitive. We 
need to look much more seriously before we 
can begin to speculate that we are alone. 

ANDREWS: The best summary state- 
ment I have ever read concerning SETI is 
this: “Either we are alone in the universe or 
we are not. Either case is mind-boggling.” 

BEASON: I’m certainly not a NASA 
cheerleader, but I do agree with what they 
say officially: “The clear window of mi- 
crowave frequencies accessible from the 
Earth is rapidly closing due to our own in- 
terference. Now is the time to begin the 
search.” □ 
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Television 

Continued firm page 21 

said that the robot puppet cast of Mystery 
Science Theater 3000 will remain “pretty 
much status quo.” 

Some other shows have not fared as well. 
Space Rangers has been cancelled after a 
six-episode run, and the popular series 
Quantum Leap aired its final episode earlier 
this year. Quantum Leap is a sure bet for 
syndication however, and rumors persist 
that it may be revived for new episodes. 




Harlan Ellison semes as creative consul- 
tant when Babylon 5 returns as a senes. 



One intriguing show currently in limbo is 
George R.R. Martin’s Doorways , about he- 
roes on the run who take one-way trips to 
various alternate-dimension versions of 
Earth. After reviewing the pilot, scripted by 
Martin, ABC decided against producing the 
series. Martin has hopes that another net- 
work will pick up the show. “I would like to 
think there’s a chance,” he said, “because I’m 
very proud of the quality of the show. I think 
it is, frankly, better than anything that’s cur- 
rently on the air, in the way of science fic- 
tion programming. We are taking it to the 
other networks, but I’ll have to admit to you 
that that’s a long shot at best, not because of 
anything integral to the show, but having 
been developed by one network which then 
elected not to go on with it, [the show] has 
a handicap at the other networks. It’s not 
one of their own children; it’s somebody 
else’s orphaned child, and that creates a cer- 
tain prejudice against it. It has been known 
to happen, where one network picks up a 
show developed for another, but it’s a real 
long shot.” 

It’s also difficult to get an original show 
like Doorways produced, Martin said, “un- 
less it is, as they say, ‘pre-sold’, that is to say, 
that it already has a name like Star Trek. You 



can put Star Trek on anything and people 
will watch it. When they did War of the 
Worlds a few years ago as a syndicated 
show, they considered it pre-sold because of 
the name War of the Worlds. People recog- 
nize that. Doorways is a completely new and 
original product: it’s not derived from any fa- 
mous book, it’s not derived from any 20- or 
30-year-old television show. It’s something 
new under the sun, and while we like that, 
and think that’s a plus, unfortunately, the 
syndicated buyers out there think that that’s 
a minus. They’d rather go with Return to 
Gilligan’s Island or something they’ve heard 
of before rather than something new.” 

On the cable channels, viewers can expect 
a few SF-oriented made-for-television 
movies this fall. TNT has already released its 
version of Frankenstein, which stars 
Patrick Bergin ( Patriot Games ) as Dr. 
Frankenstein and Randy Quaid ( Parents ) as 
the Monster. If you missed the original June 
airings of this adaptation, the most faithful 
to Mary Shelley’s book to date, you’ll be able 
to catch one of the encore showings in com- 
ing months. 

The Sci-Fi Channel original movie Official 
Denial stars Parker Stevenson (Baywatch) 
and Dirk Benedict (Battlestar Galactica). 
Stevenson plays the owner of a tree nursery 
who is kidnapped by aliens, and who must 
reluctantly act as ambassador to the sole 
surviving alien after the Air Force shoots 
down the spacecraft; over Nevada. 

The Sci-Fi Channel continues its 24-hour 
SF/fantasy/horror programming, featuring 
reruns of many different television series 
such as Lost in Space, Doctor Who and Dark 
Shadows. Current original Sci-Fi Channel 
programming includes the science fact show 
Inside Space, hosted by Bill Mumy ( Lost in 
Space), which features guests like Dr. Carl 
Sagan, and Sci-Fi Buzz, hosted by Mike Jer- 
rick, described as the Entertainment 
Tonight of the science fiction field. 

HBO Pictures and Lorimar have teamed to 
remake the 1958 movie Attack of the 50 Ft. 
Woman, starring Daiyl Hannah (Blade Run- 
ner) in the title role of a woman transformed 
into a giantess by alien technology. Emmy- 
Award-winning writer Joseph Dougherty 
( thirtysomething ) has adapted Mark Han- 
nah’s original script, and Christopher Guest 
(This is Spinal Tap) is directing. 

As always, viewer response will help de- 
termine which shows succeed or fail in the 
highly competitive television marketplace. 
As the Star Trek phenomenon proves, a spir- 
ited effort on the part of loyal viewers can 
resurrect a cancelled show and transform it 
into an unquestionable success (this may also 
be the case with Quantum Leap even now). 
Mystery Science Theater 3000' s rags-to- 
riches leap from local UHF programming to 
national cable distribution was fueled by 
mountains of fan mail right from the start, as 
well. Perhaps more than any other in televi- 
sion, SF is a genre where the voices of fans 
are not only heard, but listened to, as well. □ 
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Cradled within a carved-out asteroid, the colonists hurtled through the void 
in a visionary leap to their new home. 

But some of the starry travelers had only their own agenda in mind. 
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Illustration by Ron Miller 



L ast leap,” Wan announced, voice quavering with bravado. Lee, Ng and Benko regarded 
him solemnly, respecting the unspoken axiom that the last must be the grandest, the 
most nearly perilous. 

Below them the ventricle yawned like an Earthly canyon, its sides shelved like 
crumbling strata from the uneven lengths of remaining deck. One had to lean dar- 
ingly forward to see the bottom, a sliver of bare rock glimpsed between the descending succes- 
sion of variously jutting ledges. A body would carom from one to the next, tumbling as it fell. 



Gravity increased as one descended, and Benko morbidly imag- 
ined the acceleration of one’s headlong plunge. Of course even the 
ventricle floor had a lower gravity than the outlying dorms, and 
nothing would fall straight for such a distance. Probably you would 
be dashed repeatedly against the spinward side. 

“There... to there,” said Wan, pointing. His path would take him 
down three levels to an exposed slab on the opposite side, then 
across a long diagonal to a tongue of girder only two levels below 
but more than a dozen meters to the left. If he missed— their eyes 
traced the projected curve — he would plummet half a dozen levels 
further before a protruding shelf stopped him. 

“Too far," Lee declared. His pronouncements came too quickly, 
but the others tensed slightly at this voicing of their own thoughts. 
Ng said nothing, although his last leap had been farthest, and Wan 
didn’t ask. You didn’t seek data for the crowning feat, a principle no- 
body questioned, since it was, of course, political. 

An oily breeze gusted up at them, bringing with it occasional odd 
sounds: hollow booms from the lengths of corridor where walls 
were being dismantled; a workman’s voice. Once the shelf on which 
they stood vibrated in sympathy with some distant machine, and 
they all jumped backward. 

“The angle’s too oblique,” said Lee, studying the distance. “Either 
you hit the edge and cut yourself badly, or strike the face and skim 
right off into space.” 

Wan nodded, acknowledging these factors. “I’ll have to grab fast.” 

“And it’s too far.” 

“We’ve never done it this high,” Wan replied, meaning that he 
would gain from the reduced gravity this close to the center of 
the ship. 

“We’ve never had so far to fall.” 

Wan grinned suddenly, with that unfeignable devil-may-care atti- 
tude that so entranced Benko. “Perhaps they’ll release a mass load 
as I fall, slowing the spin.” 

They gave him room to spring, watching from three sides as he 
bounced lightly on the balls of his feet, gauging his distance. Then 
he threw back his arms and leaped, sailing high above the gorge for 
meters before gliding gently down. He descended feet first, toes 



pointed toward his target, which he approached with the slow pre- 
cision of a docking spacecraft. 

The second he touched down, they could see something was 
wrong. Wan's outstretched arms dipped to one side like the wings 
of a banking glider, an unplanned asymmetry that made Benko gasp. 
Beneath him the slab shifted slightly, as though unevenly reinforced. 

Wan tried to grab one side, but his legs had been flexed for an im- 
mediate spring. Flailing, he rebounded sideways off the shelf. 

There was a shout, although Benko later realized that it origi- 
nated beside him. Lee jumped at once, an easy hop to a ledge almost 
directly below that they had all done many times. Benko stood 
transfixed as Wan fell slowly, grasping at passing ledges which the 
ship’s spin was carrying further out of reach. 

Ng shouted and jumped, jarring Benko into action. He dropped 
after Lee, who had already leaped to another ledge. As he fell, 
Benko saw Ng sailing toward the slab from which Wan had toppled, 
his feet wide apart to cushion impact. A wail drifted up through the 
narrow space. 

Benko hit soft, bouncing lightly, and leaped to the next ledge. It 
was a straightforward descent which the boys had blazed early in 
their explorations, undemanding except when they raced it down. 
He saw Lee far below him, launching from step to step as though 
rappelling down an invisible line. 

On his next jump Benko saw him, sprawled unmoving at the bot- 
tom of the canyon. Lee was already falling toward him in a reck- 
lessly long drop. Benko reached the floor just behind Ng, staggering 
slightly at the ground’s sideways lurch. 

Wan was moving slightly as Lee bent over him. Benko saw an ankle 
twisted shockingly back from the line of his shin and felt suddenly ill. 

“He says his chest hurts,” Lee announced, his face white. 

“I’ll get help,” said Ng. He tensed to leap. 

“No!” Lee raised a hand as he bent to hear Wan. “He wants us to 
carry him back to the Park.” 

“No chance,” said Benko at once. “He may have internal injuries." 

“I don’t think so,” said Lee. Something in his voice made them 
stop and stare. “I saw him hit, and it was feet first. We’re talking 
about a broken leg, maybe cuts.” 
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Ng and Benko got it the same moment, the 
chance to get out of this undetected. Benko 
felt his heart leap, as though deciding on its 
own to grab the chance. He said, “1 don’t 
know,” flinching as his voice betrayed him 
and broke. 

“Gravity’s low here,” said Lee with smooth 
urgency. “We can lift him without jarring.” 

“Lift him where?” asked Ng practically. 

Lee pointed upward. “Out the way we 
came, on a sling. We raise him two, three lev- 
els at a time: there’s cord enough for t hat by 
the entrance.” 

The three looked at each other. Ng seemed 
stricken; Lee had lifted his chin the way he 
did when he became resolute. Benko felt 
with horror the sting of incipient tears. 

Wan lifted his head slightly. All three bent 
over his pallid face, which had begun to bead 
like spoiled bread dough. “Let’s go,” he 
whispered. 

They rigged a stretcher on poles run 
through the sleeves of Ng’s and Benko’s 
shirts, then looped line taken from the sup- 
ply shack they had come through at its head 
and foot. The two guy lines were run to the 
first ledge, where Lee and Ng drew them up 
carefully while Benko steadied the cot, worrying what to do should 
it begin to tilt. When the stretcher lifted past his reach, he stood 
helplessly beneath it, arms outstretched. 

At the third ledge Ng rebelled, for it was clear that while Wan 
never had to be hoisted more than four levels at a step, he would 
nevertheless dangle at times directly over the canyon floor, to which 
a fall would be fatal. Ng and Lee hissed furiously at each other as 
they squatted across Wan’s supine form, stopping only when Wan 
raised a hand. 

“One... must volunteer,” he said weakly. Everyone looked puz- 
zled. “Two of you. . .take off, to the Park. One stays. . .or rather, goes 
for help. We alone were here.” 

The boys stared at one another in surprise. Two going free in- 
stead of tiying for all four; it seemed a poor settlement, the cau- 
tious tactics of the enemy. But the venture was plainly desperate, 
as little chance existed of smuggling Wan unseen into Tranquility 
Park and faking a fall. 

Benko leaned forward and began tugging his shirt carefully from 
beneath Wan’s hips. “I’ll do it,” he said. “You two get out of here. Re- 
place the line and poles on your way out, so it will seem we just 
crawled in for a look.” 

He could not see the glance Ng and Lee exchanged, but their star- 
tled silence thrilled like the fumes of an illicit childhood brandy. 
Heart pounding, Benko pulled on his shirt, dismissing them with a 
splendid toss of his head. No shared escape could rival the rush of 
this joyful immolation. 

T hey gave him a job taking up deck plates, something 
he might have chosen for himself. With most of the 
Rock off-limits while dismantling was in progress, there 
was little for the younger students to do besides sit in 
the increasingly crowded libraiy. And crowding, Benko 
knew, was something he would soon have enough of. 

Mofune had been angry enough, and worse, suspicious. “Work in 
that space has been almost incessant,” he observed, raising his gaze 
from his screen to stare at Benko. “There was only one hour yes- 
terday that some crew was not on duty.” 

Benko spread his hands innocently. “We merely put our ears to 
the partition, sir. It was silent beyond, so we slipped through for 
a peek.” 

Mofune regarded him narrowly. The terminals arrogated for the 
demolition project had come from what remained of the students’ 



network, but Benko was too young to have 
gained access to them. “Nguyen Lee is adept 
at beguiling these machines,” Mofune noted, 
looking down at his screen. “Well,” he said 
after a moment. “You will not be wandering 
freely to interfere with important work and 
endanger yourselves. Wan Xian-chong will 
be immobilized until the Reversal, which is 
quite bad enough.” 

What was bad enough, Benko thought as 
he lifted slabs of ceramic deck tile, was that 
Wan was now in the infirmary, guarded by 
angry relatives who had concluded, in defi- 
ance of all logic, that it was Benko who led 
Wan into ignominy. He had exchanged 
glances with Lee and Ng in the corridors, but 
neither had attempted to speak. 

It was Wan from whom he craved a word, 
and sometimes as he fended off reproachful 
looks at meals, Benko had to remind himself 
that it was not he who had put the young fa- 
vorite in danger. Though for that matter, he 
thought gloomily, neither had he done Wan 
any sendee; it was the others who had been 
saved by his action. 

Low-gravity labor seemed to promise ease 
but exacted costs Benko hadn’t thought to 
account for. The squares of flooring weighed little but once hefted, 
would continue to rise in his hands until he exerted a downward 
pressure. Nothing came to rest, on its own, but had to be halted by 
separate actions (which produced eddying reactions), until Benko 
was trembling with exhaustion. 

While in the dorms people spoke of the Reversal until globules of 
excitement filled the sodden air, Benko claimed the privilege of de- 
molition workers, even press-ganged malefactors, of taking their 
rest in the hollowed mass that students too casually called the Rock. 
The openings in the honeycombed interior soon widened from 
canyons to barbel's of air, engulfing even the gymnasium as a large 
bubble swallows a smaller. At intervals the growing piles of mate- 
rial would be stacked into enormous cubes above portals on op- 
posite sides of the ship’s equator. At the ballistically correct instant, 
the portals would open and the mass loads fly outward, sending a 
thrum through the ship and fractionally slowing its spin. Benko 
would pause at the vibrations underfoot and wonder if he felt 
any lighter. 

“How are we going to recover these loads?” he asked his fore- 
man, a wizened physicist named Wang, who could be distracted by 
appeals to knowledge. “They are coasting away perpendicular to 
our path.” 

“Yes, but they are moving in the right direction, albeit on diverg- 
ing courses.” Wang looked as though she would like to demonstrate 
at the nearest terminal, but restrained herself. “They will all fall- 
into high orbits around Neptune, where they can be recovered 
at leisure.” 

“But what a waste of energy!” Benko was child enough of his cul- 
ture to be appalled at the thought. 

His foreman smiled sadly. “We must hope that after establishing 
ourselves there, energy will be less of a problem. Certainly we will 
expend all we have halting the ship’s spin, and that does not even 
count the loss of precious gases as reaction mass. Better to throw 
away what we don’t need now and gain a bit in the process, than pay 
to keep it with us through the Reversal.” 

This made sense, but Benko remained uneasy at the thought of 
objects dropping through the floor of the world. The dismantling of 
the Centaur's interior spoke darkly to him; its long tunnels, un- 
crowded spaces and low gravity reminded him of the sublunar farm 
settlements he could not otherwise clearly recall. It had always 
seemed natural to Benko that the comfortable Rock should hold 
both life modules at arm’s length, as though wary that their teem- 



Benko stood 
transfixed as 
Wan fell 
slowly, grasp- 
ing at passing 
ledges which 
the ship’s spin 
was carrying 
further out of 
reach. 
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ing organics might swarm up their shafts and 
despoil it. When he imagined descending fi- 
nally into Castor or Pollux, to sit in crowded 
warmth and full gravity (now somewhat re- 
duced) while waiting for the life capsule to 
be flung from the Centaur like a discus from 
a twirling athlete’s arm — the very thought 
made the bottom of his stomach drift giddily 
upward, as t hough another quantum of grav- 
ity had fallen from him unawares. 

“Hey, convict!” the girls would call when 
they spied him in the refectory, buoyant from 
the loosening of discipline the recent crowd- 
ing had caused. “Haven’t seen you in days. Do 
you have to sleep in your rock pile as well?” 

Benko would flush and stare straight 
ahead, but once he caught a classmate 
named Kaihui smiling with the others and 
left the room in indigestion and confusion. 

As he rose through the shaft connecting 
Castor to the Rock, Benko could feel gravity 
dropping away like his cares, and the eleva- 
tor doors would open upon cool winds 
blown by the vagrant dynamics of open 
spaces. But anxiety gnawed at him while he 
worked, and when he lifted his gaze to the ir- 
regular cavity he and his co-workers had 
eaten into the rooms where he had grown up, a wave of distress 
would rise and almost stagger him. 

Access to the on-board systems was restricted, but workers had 
strung communicat ions lines between levels on lengths of cord that 
carried voice-only along a primitive electrical system. Benko had 
used the system to receive orders from a supervisor five levels up; 
holding the crude receiver in his hand, he had the peculiar sense 
that their depredations had set them back 200 years. 

Working one night shift, Benko was struck by inspiration. No one 
was around, and he activated a phone, laboriously punching in the 
code that would ring the comm in the infirmary. 

“I want to speak to Wan Xian-chong," he said to the startled voice 
that answered. Static crackled down the line impressively. 

“Yes?” came Wan’s uncertain voice after a moment. 

“Have they broken you yet? Me, I’ll never talk.” 

“Benko, you lunatic!” The astonishment in his voice was deeply 
gratifying, a blast of pure oxygen. “Don’t you know you’re not sup- 
posed to be calling me?” 

“We felons stop counting the misdemeanors. Didn’t prisoners use 
to communicate by tapping to each other through their cell walls?” 
And Benko rapped a quick tattoo on the mouthpiece. 

“You’re a madman.” Wan had begun to collect himself. 

Benko realized that Wan was nervous about talking with him. 
“What’s wrong, are you surrounded by proscribing aunts?” 

“Why don’t you come down and look?” Wan riposted, a bit lamely. 

Benko didn’t really want to needle Wan and wondered how the 
conversation had taken this turn. He had thought Wan would be 
pleased to hear from him. “Did they land hard on you?” he asked. 

“Not bad, although I gather some punitive regime is in order when 
I get out. The amenities extended to the deserving ill were, of 
course, withheld.” 

Benko could believe that: social accord was valued more highly 
than forbearance to the weak. He remembered a bandage being 
briskly yanked off his 8-year-old shins by a niu'se — a distant relative, 
or at least a family friend— who disapproved of the escapades that 
had caused the scrape. 

“Politics,” he said. It was their blanket explanation for hated be- 
havior, their bonding agent between stalwarts. 

“Politics,” Wan agreed. Benko’s heart lifted. 

Three horn’s later a mass load was released a few levels beneath 
Benko’s feet. Since a balancing load was dispatched the same in- 
stant from the opposite meridian, the entire ship rang in sympathy. 



He immediately called up Lee. 

“I hear you’re becoming lighter,” he said 
without preamble. The phrase had unflatter- 
ing connotations in both Chinese and English. 

“How in hell did you get on the line?” Lee 
demanded. He had no great opinion of oth- 
ers’ facility with the networks. 

“Low technology. Appropriate to us hum- 
ble sons of labor.” 

“I’ve got nothing to say to you while you’re 
in disgrace, and if you think that’s light- 
weight you are delusory.” Lee’s weakness 
was to defend himself too quickly against 
charges containing a grain of truth. 

“But no one will know you’re talking to me, 
unless you say something to give it away.” 
Benko imagined Lee’s brother and cousin 
looking at him bemusedly from their bunks. 

Lee lowered his voice. “Just what do you 
want?” 

“Meet me up here when I get off work.” He 
hung up and hefted an armful of rods as 
lightly as if they were flowers. 

He was working in a half dismantled room, 
removing screws from a wall panel by hand, 
when he heard Lee clear his throat behind 
him. “Your shift ended two minutes ago.” 

“So it did.” Benko was perspiring freely and feeling intermittent 
chills when odd guests swept through the open wall. “You should 
try this. The sheer repetition produces its own exhaustion.” 

“That’s what you get from doing work fit for robots,” said Lee, 
without apparent sympathy. “A society obsessed with resisting the 
advance of machines ends up taking over their tasks. I hope you 
have something to show me.” 

“This way.” Benko led Lee through a maze of stacked wall pan- 
els, disconnected tubing, and empty corridors that vanished into 
open spaces where only the framework of rooms remained. Al- 
though the infrastructure could withstand forces well over the half- 
gravity that prevailed under full spin, the deceleration of the 
Reversal would exceed that, and along a different axis. So down it 
comes , thought Benko, a bubble of glee surfacing oddly from be- 
neath his melancholy. 

“Take a look at this,” Benko said, pointing. Lee was pulling him- 
self through a narrow shaft, panting at the exertion. He followed 
Benko’s finger to a large storage bin, two meters by three, which 
was filled with an amorphous grey fluff. With a puzzled glance at 
Benko, he stepped up and tugged at the spongy fibers. 

“It’s cushioning material,” Benko told him. “Used to protect deli- 
cate assemblies that rest against hard surfaces. They have pulled it 
from all the walls and floors and stuffed it here.” 

“Yes?” Lee pulled at the flax-like material. “And what about it?” 

Benko had imagined swathings that would protect against falls, 
props for some exploit that would shock the t imidities of the Peo- 
ple. To his amazement he heard himself say: “I will spend the Re- 
versal in there.” 

Lee stared at him. “You’ve lost your mind." 

“And perhaps you've lost your weight.” The craziness of his claim 
charged him with energy. “Want to spend the Reversal in a crowded 
can? Coasting in cautious steerage while the ship sails on empty? 
You go ahead— I’m a pioneer, not an immigrant.” 

Lee was gaping, mouth working like a fish’s. “You’ll starve.” 

“I have already stored a week’s rations.” This was true, although 
the cache was simply a box of uneaten workers’ lunches he had not 
yet turned in. 

“You could asphyxiate.” 

“Now you’re floundering. You know the ship won’t be depressur- 
ized. And most cisterns will remain filled, so don’t cite water." 

“It will be cold.” 

“Indeed, and later hot, during aerobraking. Neither will reach 
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lethal levels, as the mission profile shows.” 

Lee was stung by this, as the mission specs 
were not public information. “A hundred 
things could go wrong.” 

At that Benko laughed. “What do you 
want, assurances ?” The term was used in as- 
sessing acceptable risk levels by the ship’s 
prudent government. Lee flushed. 

“There's one thing you haven’t thought of. 

You can’t hide out there without being 
missed. The manifests will ensure that 
everyone is accounted for.” 

Benko smiled. “I have thought of that. Cas- 
tor’s manifest will list me as being on the Pol- 
lux, and vice versa. That means duping the 
network, which you are going to do for me.” 

T hat evening he returned to 
Castor, braving the noise and hu- 
midity with bland equalibility. 

He paused near a crowded com- 
mon room, where a technician 
was trying to explain the dynamics of the 
Reversal to a. group of schoolboys, using a 
simple screen that made no demands on the 
onboards' taxed resources. The tech sketched 
a potato shape to denote the Centaur , ; then 
drew the wide dish of a parabola beside it to show the role of the 
lightsail. “The fusion point will be in the focus,” he explained, “so 
that its entire radiance will push against the direction of our motion. 
It’s almost like an old rocket sliip, aiming its thrusters toward its 
destination and firing them to slow down.” 

He rotated the image, showing it from all angles. The disposition 
of the sail, curving away from the ship rather than around it, did 
slightly resemble the exhaust cones of rocket vehicles. Benko found 
himself disturbed at the concept of the lightsail blasting backward 
instead of catching the sun’s wind to lift the Centaur out. 

“Where will we be?” asked the smallest child. 

“The life capsules will have detached before then,” the tech ex- 
plained patiently. “Both will break free at the same instant, so that 
the ship doesn’t wobble.” The boy’s face puckered with perplexity, 
and the tech obligingly reduced the size of his drawing by eight and 
added the tiny life capsules near the screen’s edges. 

“Which one are we?” the child asked. 

Smiling, the tech wrote Castor beside one. “We will all be here. ” 
That’s what you think, thought Benko. 

He ate dinner with his family in the refectory. Mother was dis- 
mayed to hear that he was assigned to Pollux for the Reversal, but 
Benko described the prudence of having family members in both 
capsules, lest disaster strike one of them. The logic of this did not 
carry the force Benko imagined, and his mother seemed quite ready 
to place all her eggs in one basket rather than risk survival without 
her son — or, presumably, his survival without his family. 

And Ling, who was eight, persisted in thinking that having family 
in both capsules doubled their mortality rate. 

“Quiet, First Daughter,” said Benko irritably. He was unhappy that 
only his father took the news of reassignment equably and feared 
a demand for details that would quickly unravel his story. 

Afterwards he went to the children’s common room, where his 
classmates chafed at being its oldest residents, impatient for next 
year’s advancement into the unsuspected miseries of being the 
youngest cohort in the middle students’ room. Groups of children 
played at simple screens (which his classmates scorned) or sat in 
circles, intent upon intricate games. Benko’s friends were standing 
in a conversational circle. “Benko Wi-tse!” someone called. 

“Wi-tse, join us!” voices cried in that puerile impulse to belabor a 
joke peculiar, Benko thought suddenly, to 13-year-olds. The joke 
was that Benko’s Eastern-sounding surname had two generations 
earlier been Benkowicz, which Lee (who had discovered it while 



snooping in family histories) had pretended 
to think was his full name. 

“The idle masses,” said Benko easily, a 
man doing men’s work, even if he was in dis- 
grace. Wan was sitting with his feet raised, 
looking rather pale. Benko fiercely resolved 
that he would not be first to speak. 

“Did you hear it?” someone was asking. 
Wan had been given a chapbook of mind 
puzzles during his confinement. He was pos- 
ing select questions, which at once sparked 
a furious competitiveness among the boys, 
like a doe bounding into a herd of stags. 

“A prisoner is given two boxes and ten 
stones, five black, five white. He must ar- 
range the stones in the boxes in any manner he 
pleases. One box will be selected at random, 
then one stone within that box. If the stone is 
white, he lives— if black, he dies. How does the 
prisoner maximize his chances for survival?” 
Everyone thought for a moment, then Lee 
cried triumphantly, “He puts one white stone 
in one box, the remaining nine in the other.” 
Benko could see from Wan’s expression that 
this was correct. He was vexed not to have 
gotten it himself, so clear it was once seen. 
Wan had a nasty smile as he recited the 
next: “When was the ‘Farthest world’ first explored?” Boys de- 
manded clarification, guessed wildly. The answer was 1989. 

“What?” they cried. “Get away!” 

Indeed it was so, he insisted. In that year a probe had first en- 
tered the Neptune system, then more distant from Earth than Pluto. 
Persephone and Hades were yet undiscovered, making Neptune the 
most distant world known. 

They howled in indignation, and Lee ran for a terminal. In a 
minute he was protesting. “Persephone and Hades were suspected 
more than a decade before the Neptune flyby. Someone even cal- 
culated their orbital distances!” 

“But they weren’t known. Persephone’s perturbation of Neptune 
had been detected decades before Pluto was found, but no one 
claims they were discovered first.” 

They fell to arguing, and Benko wandered away, unable to abide 
pettiness with his great secret glowing within. After a few steps Ng 
was abruptly before him, looking Benko meaningfully in the eye. 
“Lee told me what you are doing.” He said this boldly, as though 
daring contradiction. 

Benko liked Ng, though he never fraternized. Part of him knew 
that his position as third in the foursome was insecure and could 
erode if he maintained familiarities with the bottom dog. He looked 
at Ng coolly. “So?” 

“I want to go too.” When Benko opened his mouth to object, Ng 
said quickly, “A one-man mission is dangerous, you know that. What 
if you injured yourself, or required help with a task?” 

Benko hesitated, and Ng pressed his point. “Twenty-one days is 
a long time to be alone. And besides, we’re a team. Remember the 
rescue in the canyon? 

Benko smiles at the recollection. “You’ll have to bring your own 
food,” he said. 

“I’ve got it.” 

Ng grinned cockily, and after a second Benko nodded. To insist 
on solitary glory was wrong, mere egoism. It would not be political. 

Z ero hour. Benko knew that any search would soon 
uncover them, but also that the Reversal was governed 
by celestial mechanics and not subject to postponement. 
Conditions in both capsules approached bedlam, and he 
doubted that, two unaccounted-for youths would be given 
a second’s notice. 

He lay curled in the cushioning material, breathing deeply and 
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slowly. A few minutes after he had burrowed 
in, he had heard Ng climb into the bin and 
dig in beside him, and now he lay still as 
well. For 12 hours the ship would deceler- 
ate at three Gs, too great a crush to move in 
but less than what humans had regularly en- 
dured in punching through the Earth’s at- 
mosphere on pillars of rocket fire. The 
aerobraking maneuver would be fiercer still, 
but Benko did not worry about that. 

His watch display glowed 56:13 in the 
darkness, counting backward toward the 
moment of fusion burn. The two capsules 
would blast free 19 minutes before, an im- 
portant moment but not enough to set his 
watch to. With the Reversal would come the 
real journey; all else was others’ departure. 

At 39:43 the ship rang like a can kicked 
across a room, signalling the departure of all 
other life. Benko stirred in his supporting 
bed, trying to determine if his limbs felt 
lighter. Almost immediately the Centaur ' s 
rockets roared into life, filling even the in- 
sulated bin with a roar to be felt not heard. 

Benko could feel himself gently pressed 
to one side as the rockets fired against the 
Rock’s spin, robbing it of angular momen- 
tum and the simulacrum of gravity it brought. Tim bum lasted seven 
minutes, and at its end Benko felt himself floating within the cush- 
ioning material as lightly as a worker in his spacesuit. He was 
weightless. 

Ng nudged him with a foot, but Benko knew well enough what 
was at hand. His display read 31:57 and he counted it down, imag- 
ining each step as it happened. The Centaur ; now shorn of its two 
life capsules and the shafts that had held them like extended anus, 
briefly resembled the asteroid it once had been. Within seconds, 
h.owever, the lightsail began to deploy, its hundreds of square kilo- 
meters cupping around the fusion assembly that would rest in its 
center like the pistil of an enormous blossom. Thousands of gird- 
ers anchored the backside of the lightsail to the Rock, strong 
enough to sustain the immense force of the massive ship’s velocity. 
Benko imagined for a vivid instant what would happen if the stmts 
snapped during Reversal: the Rock would come crashing through 
the slowing sail like a stone through a cathedral window. 

No sound attended the unfurling of the great sail, although Benko 
imagined he heard faint reports from the hull far beneath him, 
which he took to be the stmts sliding into place. At 00:00 he could 
feel nothing but his hammering heart, but within seconds an odd 
keening cut through the padding, and Benko began to feel drag. 
Like a hand reaching through walls, deceleration drove Benko into 
the cushioning mass, which grew harder as it w f as compressed. His 
chest began to ache, as though some giant breast were settling 
upon it. 

Grimacing, Benko closed his eyes and thought about sleep. It was 
going to be a long 12 hours. 

R elease into weightlessness was instantaneous, as 
Benko had been taught but never truly believed. He 
snapped out of his half-doze, wondering for a panicky 
second whether his sudden deliverance from oppres- 
sion was the work of a damaged nerve. He wiggled his 
hands and feet and felt the compacted granules around him bob 
freely like floating ice cubes. 

Excitedly he pushed himself to the surface, spitting tufts of cush- 
ioning material that failed to fall away. Something stirred near his 
feet, and a second later Ng surfaced in a spray of tumbling granules 
that filled the air. Benko and Ng grinned foolishly at each other’s 
black-eyed and fluff-covered faces as a snowstorm of grey bits 
swirled about the room. 



Shouting like children, they careened from 
the room and through booming hallways 
empty of gravity and furnishings. Stacked 
crates sat like foothills in warehouses-sized 
spaces whose extent vanished into dark- 
ness. In one enormous vacancy Benko 
pointed upward in hushed awe: a laser 
beam, angling between girders and internal 
buttresses, would shine across a quarter 
kilometer to the far side of the Centaur. 

F or many hours they frolicked 
in a dream of castaways hither- 
to known only through chil- 
dren’s stories of Earth, reliving 
tales in which kids fetched up 
on uncharted islands or splashed naked be- 
neath cataracts deep in continental interiors. 
Halloos resounded as though within mea- 
sureless gorges, and they sailed across 
rooms as if diving from cliffs into crystalline 
lakes. 

One space gave onto a corridor less 
brightly lit, which Benko realized with a start 
they had been through earlier. “The lights are 
fading,” he said in wonder. They stared at the 
pale overhead squares, which were now dim 
enough to examine without squinting, then looked at each other in 
dawning panic. Benko had foreseen this days earlier but forgot in 
the euphoria of release. 

They hurried through the huge spaces, already lowering as distant 
wall lights faded, and into corridors cast into twilight. Halfway 
across a floor the size of a sports arena, the light above the door they 
sought faded slowly from sight, causing them to break into a fran- 
tic dash that launched them into the regions above, where they 
waved and kicked helplessly. In the end they had to strike out 
blindly until they found a wall, then edge along its length until they 
reached the corridor they sought, now wholly almost dark. 

The last glimmers took hours to fade, by which time they had re- 
covered the route back and were proceeding in growing confidence 
past landmarks recognizable by touch. Benko entered the chamber 
triumphantly as a tomb explorer, then yelled as several fluttering ob- 
jects struck his face. These proved to be the packing fluff, swirling 
through the room like untiring moths. They laughed later, for the 
nubs continued to drift past as they ate their dinner, sitting like 
scouts around the dim glow of a hand torch. 

“Do you think they have missed us yet?” Ng asked, holding his 
mug with both hands. They smiled, conspirators in adventure. The 
torch, which had been tied to a floor patch with a bit of cord, turned 
slowly in the air currents to create wavery shadows. 

They heard it then, a metallic boom as of a door slamming far 
away. Benko and Ng jumped and stared at each other. The succes- 
sion of empty spaces baffled sound, but as the echoes slowly faded, 
they could discern the emergence of a regular beat, the clank of 
heavy footfalls. 

Terror filled Benko, driving out every other thought. He saw Ng’s 
face frozen wide-eyed for an instant before the boy kicked back- 
ward, striking the tethered torch and sending shadows spinning 
wildly. The steps grew louder, now reverberant as they rounded a 
comer. 

The torch struck the floor with a clang, swung round on its cord 
and struck again, making a sound like a can falling downstairs. 
Benko lunged for it, smothering both soimd and light against his 
chest as he tore the patch loose. He heard Ng urgently whisper 
something, then the sound of him kicking through the far door and 
away. The steps had reached the corridor outside, ringing loudly 
enough to echo in the room. 

Swimming in darkness, Benko kicked lightly off a wall and ex- 
Continued on page 95 
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In the future, there will no longer be war, pestilence or starvation, 
but we will still be suffering from a disease more deadly than 
those three combined — the sickness called Love. 
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e flirted with all and he meant it with none, but Anli had been 
foolish enough to think he meant it with her. That is the language 
of the bad old days. In these times we may be more fair than that 



to Anli and Derren. Derren was a 
registered nonmonogamist, than 

which little could be more clear. lie was scrupulous enough to keep 
his preference license by the doorway of his privacy room, under 
his certificate of health, though this was not required. Who could 
ask more of Derren than that? Watch his movements, listen to his 
words in the context he has placed them in. Be rational. 

Anli had recently withdrawn a registration of celibacy. It had 
stood two years and more, which is a long time for a citizen who has 
not taken celibacy as a life choice, but it is not unheard of. 

Before her celibacy, she had offered three contracts of mono- 
gamy, two to men and one to a woman, which had not been ac- 
cepted. Her friends suggested she brooded too much over the third 
rejection, by the second man, who took instead the offer of a group 
family. Anli had obliged their urgings and taken erotic rebalancing: 
through a combination of nano and of tailored drugs, the doctors 
remapped her responses so she would not find men of his size, 
shape, coloring and vocal characteristics attractive. After the pro- 
cedure she no longer woke in the middle of the night, breath-starved 
and sweat-drenched, the dream-touch of a blond, smooth, brown- 
eyed man fading too slowly to forget; she told her friends this so 
they would no longer worry. 

She did not tell them that she still brooded. She did not tell them 
of her unhealthy resentment at the loss of her fantasy. 

In this light, we may say Anli was wise when she chose to regis- 
ter celibate. Or we may wonder why she did not go back to the doc- 
tom. Should not her decisions be judged by then results? These are 
not the dark old days, after all, when citizens approached each other 
as across a field of buried mines, whether blindfolded or not, still 
never able to entirely avoid danger when they touched. These are 
modem times, mapped and rational, and avoiding heartache is a 
simple matter of taking responsibility for oneself. The social con- 
tracts have been made clear. Who would argue otherwise? 



Anli did not go back to the doctors, but she stayed celibate for 
two yearn, until she considered she was no longer brooding, or per- 
haps until brooding no longer made celibacy compelling. She rereg- 
istered as she had been before: open. After two weeks from an open 
registration, she could switch again to whatever she desired: non- 
monogamy, single or group partnership, or a dozen other, more ar- 
cane classifications and subclassifications. 

Her friends held a party in her honor. Derren was at that party. 

So were many men and women, nearly all registered open or non- 
monogamous, a few registered to group families that were not full. 
Her friends had taken care to supply Anli with a full palette of 
human potential to celebrate her departure from celibacy. They 
gathered in the common hall of Anli’s cooperative, making matches 
among each other or not as they chose, all polite enough to intro- 
duce themselves first to their guest of honor. 

Derren himself did not arrive until near the end of the party. Had 
the party before worked out differently, he would not have stayed 
after it was over. 

But for the first hour, two men from a group family flirted with 
her, and while she thought the first was funny and the second in- 
triguing, she did not want to think about group families. And for 
the second hour she became engrossed in a discussion of jai-alai 
with another man, who followed the same team she did, and while 
they exchanged access numbers and agreed to attend a game to- 
gether soon, they also agreed to call each other Brother and Sister. 
And at the end of the third hour, she nearly asked a wry and intense 
woman to stay after, but something familial - and carefully uninter- 
esting about the woman’s blonde hair and brown eyes and rich con- 
tralto voice changed her mind. Anli generally preferred men 
anyway, and did not demur when the woman, watching her, sud- 
denly said she thought she might as well make an early night of it. 

So by the fourth and last hour of her party, Anli sat in a comer of 
the hall trading word jokes with the remaining guests, reflecting 
that a change from celibacy to noncelibacy was more symbolic than 
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predictive. It would be fair to Anli to say that she was not brooding 
on this, or did not see herself to be brooding: she laughed with her 
friends and argued about which turn of phrase scored the most 
points in the game and had put aside any thought of exercising her 
new license that night. 

“I’m sorry to be so late," said a tall man with dark hair and hazel 
eyes, a man Anli did not know. “Will someone tell me who our hostess 
is so I may apologize properly?” His soft voice teased and danced. 

Anli stood and extended her hand. He stood looking at her for a 
long moment, then took her hand and kissed it, not dropping his 
eyes. He grinned and said, “With the beauty of the hostess and the 
circumstances of the party, it’s my great luck she’s still here to apol- 
ogize to.” 

“I wouldn’t abandon my guests before the party was over,” Anli 
said lightly. 

“The party is not over,” he said. He had not released her hand. 

T hey went to her privacy room, not across 
town to his, and made love imder her 
certificate of openness rather than his 
of nonmonogamy, but he told her how he was 
registered beforehand, as a good citizen should. 

His nonmonogamous status, as she knew, meant he could not di- 
rectly enter a partnership even if he wanted: he would have to pass 
through a two-month transition, registered open, first. 

Derren’s practice and experience stood him in good stead. Within 
an hour Anli had forgotten to even wonder if she was brooding. 

Two citizens with an open registration may spend 10 nights to- 
gether without having to change their registration. After that, or be- 
fore if things move quickly, they must discuss whether they will 
change their registrations to monogamy or provisional monogamy, 
or if they will list each other as nonexclusive partners, or start a 
group family. 

These are all decisions Anli would have had to discuss with a 
lover who was open, as she was, but Derren’s nonmonogamy gave 
him more latitude. 

Perhaps it is ironic that Derren’s nonmonogamy allowed Anli 
to see Derren more often without either of them reconsidering 
their registration. But we must note that most citizens understand 
that nonmonogamy is exactly what it says on the face of it. Most 
citizens do not have the difficulty facing straightforward reality, 
written on a certificate beside a bed, that Anli had. Society cannot be 
held to blame. 

It is precisely because Anli did know that Derren was committed 
to being uncommitted that he could take her to his bed, or she take 
him to hers, so frequently. In that month, it was 20 times. 

“Anli,” he gasped as he shuddered into her. “All, you fit sweetly. 
No other the same.” 

Anli shuddered herself, a shudder of warmth and happiness, and 
rolled to his side. “No other?” she teased. “Of your hundred women?” 
“Not a hundred,” he said, and chuckled, “not this year, but if it 
were a hundred, none of them like you.” 

How did Anli hear these words? Was she bearing in mind the 
social contracts, as every school child knows to? Should we offer 
her sympathy for remembering those words only, and not what he 
had said three nights before? “All, Anli, you’re a change from any 
other woman I know,” he’d said. “How nice to be surprised again 
after all these years. If you change your registration again, love, you 
should think about registering as I have. There’s nothing like the 
thrill of discovery.” 

She may have remembered part of that, but not the parts we 
would note. She may have placed undue weight on his use of the 
word “love”. Understanding this does not mean approving this. The 
very fact that she teased him about a hundred women must mean 
she herself understood he was, indeed, exactly as the social con- 
tract presented him. 



In that month Derren slept 20 times with Anli and a dozen or 
more times with old friends, most of them also nonmonogamous, 
and a few new friends, some nonmonogamous and some open. 
Derren was in the higher percentiles for sexual activity, as are many 
who register nonmonogamous. You will assume he mentioned some 
of this other activity to Anli; you will assume correctly. He only 
mentioned it a few times, but why should he have mentioned 
it more? 

Anli slept twice with other men, one of whom irked her by too 
soon mentioning that he was looking for a partnership, and one of 
whom had skills she thought compared unfavorably to Derren’s. 
She contacted Derren and was with him an hour after the second 
man left. 

“We should keep doing this," she said after Derren had confirmed 
her judgment. 

“I’ll have to stop for at least 10 minutes, love,” he joked, running 
the back of his hand gently down her sweat-dampened side. 

She smiled back at him. “I mean that we should keep seeing each 
other,” she said. 

“I’ll happily keep seeing you, no fear. Not as often as we have 
been. I’ve been neglecting some of my other friends too much, they 
tell me.” 

Anli paused. “I was thinking of a contract,” she said. 

Derren sat up. Of course this would be a surprise to him. “Anli, 
love, I’m nonmonogamous.” 

“You could reregister.” 

“After first reregistering open, for two months, before I would be 
allowed to take a contract — and why would I? I’m nonmonoga- 
mous, Anli. I’ve been nonmonogamous for 12 years. You can see 
the dates on my certificate. You know who I am.” 

“You like me, you like being with me,” Anli said. “You could be 
happy in a partnership with me.” 

“I like many people, Anli,” said Derren. He was frowning now. He 
pulled the sheet up past his waist. 

“But you don’t need them.” 

“I want them all, yes,” Derren said. He spoke slowly, watching 
her. “I want many women, but I don’t need any one of them. I aru 
not monogamous. I do not need any one of you.” 

Did he see Anli flinch? He did. 

“We have, perhaps, seen too much of each other, love,” he said. 
“You were open. I thought perhaps open to my way of living. Per- 
haps I misjudged. I’ve never slept with someone who had been so 
long celibate before. Does that make a difference? Have you seen 
anyone other than I?” 

“Several people,” Anli said, exaggerating, and then she said, “I 
think you’re right about my registration. I’ll think about it. I’ll call 
you.” She dressed then and left. 

Derren’s adherence to responsibility cannot be denied. Anli, how- 
ever — 

nli appeared at Den en’s doorway three 
days later with a piece of paper in her 
.^Lhand. She glanced only once at the 
woman sitting up in Derren’s bed, peering cu- 
riously around him at her, then said, “I de- 

cided you have the best idea. I’ve changed my registration.” 

He looked at the paper. It read nonmonogamous. He looked 
at her. 

“So, I’ll give you a call sometime, all right?” Anli said. 

“All right. I have company — ” 

“I won’t keep you.” She left his building and went back to her 
own. She took her certificate off the wall and carefully smoothed 
the forged one over it. She waited to see if she would hear from 
Derren. 

If any of you is vulnerable to backwards thinking, you may say 
this was a small crime. But it is well said that the smallest breach 
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in the social contracts leads to dangerous rifts: plunging, deadly 
chasms of conflict and misunderstanding. Insanity. It is not for noth- 
ing that our forebears set up our system of social contracts. Eter- 
nal vigilance is the price of sociability. 

Learn from Anli’s errors. 

When Derren did not call for several days, Anli contacted him 
and, keeping her voice as casual as she could, arranged for him to 
come to her privacy room. 

She found her thoughts strangely divided while he was there. She 
was glad to see him and triumphant at the success of her fraud. 
(Derren did not even glance at the false certificate on her wall. Who 
would falsify a certificate?) 

And yet, as she kissed him and he stroked her hips and breathed 
into her ear, she was tormented by the thought that he would as 
soon be with the redheaded woman she had seen in his bed as with 
her. She had conceived, so she thought, a true passion for him, while 
to him she was an interchangeable partner, one among many. 

She found this thought unbearable. 

It was, she thought, even as she moved in complex rhythms with 
the man, worse than being rejected for partnership by someone reg- 
istered open. It was infinitely worse, because he did not even look 
at her as the material for a partnership. 

This, though Derren was nonmonogamous from the start of 
tilings. 



^ Jfc 7e see that, so soon after her first 
crime, Anli had begun to slip into 
V W what we can only call intensity. Back- 
wards-thinking people might call it jealousy, 
or insecurity, or even love, but we know there 

is no place for love that is not law-abiding. And we can see this from 
Anli’s desperate actions to follow. 

She now saw Derren only every week or two. Between times, 
. she thought about little but the next time she would see him. When 
they spent an hour together, it seemed to her Derren was reserved, 
much more cautious in his dealings with her than he had been be- 
fore. She brooded. 

She brooded, and she did not take this as a sign to change her 
ways: instead, she plotted how to change Derren’s ways. This is a 
violation of all the principles of the social contracts. The social con- 
tracts were designed to help Anli and all citizens easily find those 
others who could suit their needs, so they would not violate the 
rights of other citizens by trying to change them. 

Anli had had failures, but who of us has not? Her error was in 
brooding. Her error was in turning criminal against the principles of 
social contracts. Her error was in not keeping faith with the system. 

Anli tried arranging surprises of dress, food or activity with Der- 
ren; she tried reading the latest poems and being witty; she tried 
seven fashions of styling her hair and coloring her eyes. She stuck to 
her lie of nonmonogamy but slept only with Derren, when she could. 

Which was not often. 

Although she had broken the contracts and broken her word, giv- 
ing a fellow citizen no understanding of her desires or intentions, 
Derren pulled back. We may look at it as though he saw her true self 
under the false, a rough skin under the soft, her real certificate 
under the forgery. 

Which, of course, he could not. No citizen could be prepared for 
such dissemblance. Perhaps we should blame the doctois Anli went 
to two years before, that they did not find her flaw. Or perhaps we 
can still only blame her, who knew her own flaw and did not strive 
to have it removed. 

But, as he pulled back, whatever ancient instinct guiding him, Anli 
grew more desperate, and as she grew more desperate, more criminal. 

Each citizen devotes 20 hours a week to her work (Anli had 
a technical position with the weather service, tracking which 
storms were likely and which necessary, and determining when 



to alter their patterns), and 10 hours to social services, which at 
this time she spent removing old broadsheets and flyers from walls 
and kiosks. Neither occupation, we can see, afforded her much 
interaction with her fellow citizens. Her weather analysis she con- 
ducted alone, in her own privacy room; the flyer-removal was a 
simple task that took her out in public but did not require her to as 
much as speak to anyone. It also gave her every opportunity to 
brood, which she did, even in good sunlight and surrounded by ad- 
justed, normal people. 

It is not good for someone with retrogressive tendencies to shun 
societal contact, but just as she did in her work, she stayed to her- 
self in her free hours. 

Somewhere in the midst of this unhealthy solitude, she conceived 
her desperate plan. 

In this one area the city might be held accountable. There obvi- 
ously were insufficient safeguards on the personal files of its citi- 
zens. Yet there is no record that anyone before had attempted to 
alter the parts of those files Anli now compromised. Perhaps some 
had tried before and failed. Perhaps she found an untapped genius 
within herself. 

Through trickery, finesse and deceit, she found a way to change 
the files, from her own home workstation. Within a week of her de- 
termination to make it so, Derren’s registration was changed to 
open, backdated six weeks. 

The certificate on his wall was the same as ever. Anli could see it 
on the occasions she was there, as she smiled at him, lying to him 
by the veiy way she carried herself, breaking the social contracts. 

Only twice she saw him in the next two weeks, but on these oc- 
casions, she relaxed and smiled. Their sex was much better, re- 
laxed, as perhaps Derren sensed that the brooding cloud she had 
carried was gone. He mentioned something about taking a day to 
visit the summer fair with her. 

“That would be perfect,” said Anli. The fair was to begin two 
weeks and two days after she had altered his records. 

We are all rightly proud of our famous summer fair, that fabulous 
gathering of jugglers, clowns, acrobats, holo-illusionists, personal- 
ity readers, contests and music. A hundred different foods are flash- 
grown in tanks of colorful fluids, cooked and served in the open air. 
Nearly the whole city attends at least a full day, and others come 
from thousands of miles away to see it. 



A nli met Derren at a roast-apple stand 
and offered him one. They strolled arm 
in arm down the street. Derren pointed 
out a group of acrobats tumbling up and down 
invisible rappelling lines along a building’s side. 



Two leapt unexpectedly 10 meters through empty air to the next 
building over, causing Anli and Derren to gasp and laugh. Anli pulled 
him to a stand where a musical trio she liked, horn, viola and a gene- 
modified canary controlled by a trainer, was playing. They ate again, 
chopped potatoes with herbs and sausage. 

And for an hour Anli thought she would not do what she had 
planned to do. She took Derren’s arm, leaned against his side, and 
drifted through the crowds feeling perfectly right in the world. She 
was, as we understand, deluding herself. She allowed herself to feel 
Derren’s falsified social contract status was his true one, that he 
was open to a partnership; but the truth could not be plastered over. 

For Derren removed her aim from his and said “Wait just a mo- 
ment, please?” And went over to a tall, fair woman pouring cider at a 
booth; Anli could hear them laughing as old friends do and setting a 
date for later in the week. Her fingers stiffened, clenched, and marked 
her palms with her nails. She did not notice. She watched Derren 
and the tall woman, her breath painful in the back of her throat. 

She stood back. She pulled the device from her belt that linked 
her up to her systems at home and to the citywide systems. She is- 
sued an instruction. 
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The results of further planning, deceit and t rickery fell into place. 
When Derren returned, Anli said, “I’m tired of walking. Could we 
go back to my place now?” 

“I’d rather see more of the fair,” Derren said. “There’s a pan- 
tomime I want to watch that begins in less than an hour.” 

“I don’t feel well. Please help me home.” 

Anli pulled Derren away, between the stilts of performers who 
moved slowly through the crowd, dipping as low as three meters 
and soaring as high as 10 on the telescoping stilts; red satin capes 
rippled in the breeze high over the pair’s heads, meter-wide butter- 
flies with wings patterned to match the capes flying evanescently 
among them. 

“Anli, love,” Derren was saying, as she twisted them quickly to- 
ward her building through waves of smiling people moving in the 
other direction, “Anli, I think we should talk. You don’t really seem 
the sort of person suited to nonmonogamy. You say you’ve been 
seeing other people, but no one I know has seen you with anyone 
else for months.” So we can see that Derren was not himself a fool. 
He understood the social contracts and had some intuition of Anli’s 
resistance to them. Could he have expected the lengths to which 
she would go? No one could have. 

Anli did not reply. She quickened her pace, so that Derren had to 
lengthen his stride to keep up. He said, “You’re a special woman 
and our time has been sweet, but perhaps you should register as 
open again and find someone who wants a partnership, Anli.” They 
reached her building and Anli signaled the door to open. “Love, I’ll 
see you to your room, but then I think I should go.” 

Anli nodded impatiently. The door opened; they were inside. She 
shut it 

“Are you all right now? I should leave.” 

“You have to see something.” 

D erren frowned as Anli pulled at the 
mail drawer by her workstation. She 
removed an envelope and took two 
sheets of paper from it. Her eye was bright, her 
cheeks flushed. She showed them to him. 

“I don’t need a partnership. I have one.” 

Derren looked at the papers. They were not simple forgeries like 
the certificate of nonmonogamy Anli had fooled him with earlier, 
the one he had never thought to examine skeptically. They were 
freshly delivered from the city’s record-keeping center itself, when 
Anli had triggered her mad plan from the fair. They were as legal and 
legitimate as any contracts in the city — if we can say that anything 
is legitimate with deliberate error and deceit at its base. 

“What is this?” 

“We have a partnership,” Anli said, and the calm satisfaction in 
her voice could only be called quite mad. 

Imagine what Derren felt then. Imagine yourself, if the founda- 
tions on which you had built your life were with no warning per- 
verted against you: if your parent or co-parent called you stranger; 
if you came home and found your room a factoiy filled with silk- 
spinning vats instead of your own comfortable furniture and be- 
longings, and the building manager insisted it was ever so; if you 
found yourself arrested for the crime of performing the ordinary 
job you had worked for three years. 

So must Derren have felt, and we cannot be surprised that he 
found no words at fust, that his knees weakened so he must sit 
dizzily on the chair Anli pushed up behind him. 

“We do not,” he finally said. “That is madness.” 

“I have the certificates. I can show you the city records,” she said, 
stepping past him to her workstation. Derren shook his head in 
stunned disbelief at what she showed him. 

He said it was not true, and Anli made him call up the records 
from his own link. He said he had not so registered, and she smiled. 
He said the city records must have misfunctioned somehow, and 



she reminded him that such a thing had not happened in 30 years. 
He said he would reregister, and she asked if he had forgotten the 
minimum partnership term was three months. 

He said he was not her partner. 

Anli said, “You are.” 

He stood, with a near violence rarely seen in a modem citizen, 
staring at her wildly. Then he slumped back into the chair and pulled 
at his hair. “I don’t understand, I don’t understand.” 

“I applied and it went through. You must have applied as well.” 
“I couldn’t have! I’m nonmonogamous! I always have been!” 
“That’s not what the city said,” Anli said, her voice clear and in- 
nocent. 

“You were registered nonmonogamous!” 

“I changed my registration back two months ago. Didn’t I tell you? 
I thought I’d told you.” She gestured at the wall, where her certifi- 
cate hung. The forged paper had been removed from over her true 
certificate, but now her true certificate was a forgery as well: its be- 
ginning date altered to two months, two days before. 

“It makes no sense,” he said, moaning, “no sense.” 

She paused. “We’re in a partnership now. Three months, that’s all. 
Such a little time. Why not try it, Derren?” 

“I will live my life as I always have,” he said. The anger in his voice 
would have caused any normal person to step back. Anli stepped 
forward and brushed slack hair from his forehead with the edge of 
her hand. 

“You will not,” she said. “You cannot.” 

He got up and left then without another word. We might have ex- 
pected Anli would have locked her door against his exit, but she had 
not. She watched him leave, and sat in the chair he had unwillingly 
wanned, and waited. In a while she ordered some food to her door; 
in a while she did a little work, approving a hurricane’s deflection 
away from the coast. She hummed sometimes to herself. She did 
not brood. She waited. 

The madness was ripe. It was full. 

The next day Derren returned. His breath was short and his eye 
wild, but he kept his voice low. “They have all been infonned. Every 
woman I know. They all received official notice that I am partnered. 
They all congratulated me!” 

“They must be polite and gracious women,” Anli said. “I’m sure 
they’re very happy for you.” 

“They will not receive me!” 

“Of course not,” said Anli. “It’s the social contract." 

“How can I live my life?” he cried. “I am not made for celibacy!” 
“I am here, my partner.” 

For the first time he looked at her with something like hatred. 
For a normal citizen to feel hatred, he must have been driven to an 
extreme. Anli met his glare and did not flinch. 

“It will not be,” he said, and left again. 

A nli took two hours away from home 
to perform her social duties. She slid 
■through the crowds of the fair with a 
sprayer of defixative, examining kiosks for out- 
dated notices, spraying them and peeling them 

off. She smiled; she fairly glowed with satisfaction. Other citizens 
caught her eye and smiled back. Some laughing clowns grabbed her 
hands and pulled her into their troupe; she danced with them down 
the street on a platform atop a giant slow-moving ball that swirled 
with colors in time to the dance. She dismounted and went back to 
work, humming in counterpoint to the strains of the street musi- 
cians. She rolled up the old flyers, dropped them into a recycling 
bin, and returned to her home. 

The next night Derren returned. “You did something,” he accused. 
“I? I agreed to a partnership with you,” she said. “You’re lucky I’m 
an understanding woman. Another might have notified the city that 
you are derelict in your duties.” 
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Derren made a wordless noise and fled. He did not come back 
that night, or the night after. Anli did her work and watched the 
days go by. 

After a week and some days, she went to his room. She signaled 
the door and it let her in. “You!” said Derren, sitting up groggily, one 
person in a bed made for two. “How did — ” 

“We are partnered,” said Anli. “The city knows that. Your build- 
ing knows that. I have entry here.” 

A sob broke from Derren. 

“I understand,” she said. “You’ve been alone. That’s hard for you. 
I am your partner: 1 am here.” 

“No,” said Derren. 

She sat on the bed beside him. “You shouldn’t have to feel like 
this,” she said. She was wearing a scent he had given her. 

“No.” He pulled away. 

She pulled her legs up onto the bed and removed her light evening 
jacket. Under it she wore a thin, sheer camisole. “Yes,” she said. 

Derren closed his eyes and shuddered. We must understand what 
Anli did, what we noted earlier as most citizens who choose life- 
long nonmonogamy, Derren was in the highest percentiles for sex- 
ual need. He had not been two weeks without a bedmate since he 
was 15. We can only speculate on the pressures within him, in a po- 
sition the social contracts should never have allowed, unwilling to 
submit to a lie made real in the city records about his very nature. 
But a man battered by abstinence. “No.” 

Anli brnshed a finger, feather soft, around his ear, and the finger- 
tips of her other hand up his opposite thigh, in a manner he had al- 
ways moaned to feel. He moaned now, in agony more than pleasure. 

“No—" 

She kissed him on the jawline. He trembled. Tears rolled from his 
eyes. 

“No,” he said, a last time. 

When he woke in the morning she was asleep, curled beside 
him smiling, both her arms wrapped around his, her leg across 
his leg. 

W e must find sympathy for Derren. 

The madness had not been Iris. He 
had not first cracked and then shat- 
tered the social contracts to serve his own self- 
ish ends: Anli had shattered those, and his life, 

his public and thus his private self, with them. 

What happened then was appalling, but it stemmed naturally from 
Anli’s crimes, and not from Derren himself. 

Still, the city might not have found out for days, not until far 
too late, if Derren had not been so broken, so driven to his own 
reflective madness, moon to Anli’s sun, that he went out, wildly 
searching the fair until he found a woman from a distant city 
whom he had met once years ago, one who would not have re- 
ceived notice of his changed status. He stayed with her at her 
hostel; only the next morning did she idly link up to her host city’s 
records to check on his status. He had not said if he was still non- 
monogamous, and she herself, open to partnership, looked to see 
if he now was. 

She notified the authorities, of course. They came to arrest Der- 
ren before he woke. 

Someone backwards-thinking might call him a broken man, but 
he was performing his duty as a citizen by telling the city repre- 
sentatives everything that had happened. An ambulance was im- 
mediately dispatched to his privacy room, an override ordered for 
the lock on his door. 

They found Anli on the floor beside the bed, neck broken, but 
still breathing. Still smiling. 

It was a simple matter to repair her broken body, grow nerves 
back to touch nerves, mend a shattered vertebrae. Within days this 
was done. 



Her madness was another matter. The city gives each citizen 
eveiy opportunity to reconcile with its principles. While her record 
of mental health was examined, while her erotic remapping stud- 
ied to see if errors had been made, Anli appeared before a hearing 
of the city elders. They listened as she put her words on record, 
words that would become part of her file. 

“There can be no contract to make everyone happy,” she said. 
“There are no rules for love. You’re fools, all of you, all of us for 
flunking we can sort everyone by some kind of emotional taxon- 
omy. Do you think you can order everyone to lie down neatly in 
rows for you?” 

She stood and shook her fist. She thought herself heroic and de- 
fiant at this moment. We can only picture her thin arm waving, her 
strained voice spouting irrationalities. 

“If my heart is broken, it is mine to be broken. If I am a fool, there 
can be no sane law against it.” 

But how may the insane speak of sanity? How may the criminal 
claim she damages no one but herself? 

“However you made it my duty to be happy, you could not com- 
pel it from me. However many cozy boxes you designed for me, I 
could not fit into one. Is this my fault? Yours? Nature’s? I call on the 
people to erase their registrations. Walk into chaos as human be- 
ings, not social components! Stumble blindly among your fellow 
blind men and women! Collide, confuse, hurt each other. You’re 
fooling yourselves if you think everyone can herd their feelings like 
domestic animals. Why tiy? Why subnut? Why — ” 

The council looked silently down at her. 

“Revolt!” Anli said, but her voice was cracked, and she let them 
take her away. 

N o citizen may be treated against her 
will. Ours is a society of freedom and 
democracy. Derren’s treatment was 
simple — his madness only temporary and re- 
active — and he was released to live a life as 

adjusted as it had been before. At his request, he forgot Anli en- 
tirely. 

Anli had the stubbornness of true madness. But madness will 
bum itself out after enough years of protective custody; if it doesn’t, 
society is patient. The social contracts will out, in the end. 

So finally, with caring help, Anli was erotically rebalanced, so- 
cially adjusted, and sent back into society. 

Her home had been held empty for her return by the generosity 
of the city. Her friends welcomed her with open arms, and a party 
as warm as the one that had marked the beginning of her criminal 
path. A new post was created for her at the weather bureau, await- 
ing only the completion of one small task, which she happily com- 
pleted for society’s sake. 

Learn from her errors: her story is published herewith as a cau- 
tion to all citizens. Had she sought help when she showed the signs 
of early madness, the uncontrolled brooding, the first small crimes, 
society would have been spared much labor, Anli much pain. 
Learn from her errors: all her mad rebellion bought was that pain. 
Learn from her errors: in the design of the social contracts, in our 
agreement to them, are the tools to keep us all on a calm and 
healthy path. Society is perfectable: it is a simple matter of codify- 
ing it to meet every human need. 

If society is perfectable, it is the responsibility of the individual 
to be perfectable. It would be madness to think madness cannot be 
made obsolete, defeatism to think citizens might continue to deny 
themselves the proffered means to be calm and fulfilled. It would 
be the worst sort of defeatism to deny the perfectability of hu- 
mankind. 

Who could disagree? 

Submitted to the Council of City Elders 
Anli Vinnera, Citizen □ 
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The rivers of tomorrow, more nanobot 
than natural to correct centuries of abuse, 
will still be our planet's lifeblood. 

Only River Master Norodom Dos Santos can 
stop the cyberterrorists who threaten to 
shut the river down. 

UP THE 
LAZY 

RIVER 

BY PAUL DI FILIPPO 

Illustration by Doug Anderson 



F l. Muscle Fatigue 

lying northwest, parallel to the in- 
terface of the River Seven bank- 
side forest and the manicured 
savannah across which herds of 
null-sophont cultivars roamed 
peacefully, Noro-dom Dos Santos grieved for 
his hyperfluid charge. 



Normally, River Seven appeared from the air as a thick, two-toned 
viscous snake, subtly pulsing in controlled opposing flows. Con- 
strained by its mostly base line geophysical channel, two-thirds 
dirty quicksilver gray and one-third matte black, it resembled a 
stripe of gel like the squeezings from a tube of antique toothpaste. 

Today, River Seven lacked its usual luster, seemed lifeless and 
dispirited, victim of the unexplained changes Dos Santos was 
speeding to investigate. 

I’m personify ing the River again, Dos Santos mildly chided him- 
self. What would Master Trexler think of such imprecision in one 
of his students? 

After all, even dead, Trexler still exhibited all those old person- 
ality traits which a Turing Level Eight platform was capable of em- 
ulating, and one did not care to disappoint him. 

Transferring his Synergen-grown craft to kibe autopilot (a simple 
TL Four), Dos Santos resolved to abandon sentimentalism for work. 
Prompting his higher centers into microsleep, he freed up para- 
neurons to run deep plectic simulations of the River’s failure. 

Midway through the third evocation, disaster struck. 

Propulsion myofibrils ripped away from the left COfiber-poly- 
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saccharide lattice wing with a sound like a cleaver through a slab 
of lapinovine. 

The abnormal sound instantly reawakened the River Master’s 
full awareness. 

With a sinking feeling, Dos Santos realized his ladybug was going 
down. 

The sudden threat to his life triggered a criticality flash that cas- 
caded across his Sphinxco wetware mods: this mission was deeper 
than a simple repair call. ... 



Dos Santos knew better than to tiy to wrest control away from 
the kibe unit under emergency conditions— although a gut response 
still jerked his hands toward the control ganglia. Instead, he quickly 
snugged the wrist-dangling gloves of his millipore survival suit on, 
effectively disabling his CamNeuro digiface. 

The kibe unit spoke as the gloves sealed themselves, and by then 
it was too late to do anything even if he had known what to do. 

“I am sorry, Peej Dos Santos, but conditions require your imme- 
diate immobilization.” 

Nodules studded around the sides of his organiform chair burst 
like spore capsules. Compressed somatropic lianas sprayed out, 
wrapping him in an sticky biolastic net. 

Through the windscreen, Dos Santos could see the line of jungle 
on his left, rising up and around like a wall. 

Dos Santos barely had time to utter the start of a prayer to the 
goddess of his Camspanic ancestors: “Holy Mary Kannon, Highest 
of Dakinis — ” And then he felt the dose of Sandman perfuse 
his skin.... 

The birds resumed their singing slowly. The loud crack of a dam- 
aged branch finally giving way stopped them again, but they quickly 
found their multifarious voices once more. 

One fauxvian called out over and over in a raspy human voice: 
“Shop here, shop here, shop here...." An escaped urban adbird.... 

Fronds of orange foliage starred with orchidenias lay across the 
intact single-crystal windscreen, obscuring Dos Santos’ view of his 
new surroundings. As he struggled to free himself from the safety 
restraints, the kibe unit spoke. 

“Please allow me, Peej Dos Santos.” 

A fine mist dispersed from the ladybug’s ceiling, dissolving the 
vines: Catalytica Calmbalm. At the same time, Dos Santos felt vari- 
ous aches and pains he had hardly realized he was feeling disappear. 

He climbed out of the chair, suit slick and hair damp, and stood 
tentatively on the canted floor. The craft seemed stable. 

“What happened?” 

“The left wing suddenly lost all haemocyanin flow, and the tissue im- 
mediately degenerated below the functional threshold. Probability 
of spontaneous failure, 0.1 percent. Probability of maintenance 
error, 30 percent. Probability of deliberately induced failure, 68 per- 
cent. . . .Wait. Abnormal protease traces registering. ... Revised prob- 
ability of sabotage, 99.6 percent.” 

“Sabotage...” muttered Dos Santos. “But why?” 

“I have no answer to your question, Peej Dos Santos. However, 
despite the overwhelming evidence of nonculpability, I am required 
by law to supply you with the metamedium address of my manu- 
facturer, should you wish to file a suit against them. Synergen is a 
wholly owned subsidiary of the Primordium Chaebol. Telecosm ad- 



dress is At-prim-kay— ” 

“Forget it.” Dos Santos began to gather equipment and supplies 
from an overhead ovoid locker. “How far are we from our destina- 
tion?” 

“Contact with Global Positioning’s navsats remains firm, and I 
have us located within the standard 3 meter deviation. Machine 
Lake is approximately 50 klicks to the north. However, I managed 
to set us down only 100 yards from River Seven.” 

“And we’re still on the upstream bank?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good job.” 

“Thank you, Peej Dos Santos. I hope you 
will take my actions into account in the 
event of any possible lawsuit.” 

“Don’t worry, there’s not going to be any 
legal action. It’s plain that whoever stopped 
the River doesn’t want me coming to investi- 
gate. There’ll have to be a purge of all splices 
on the maintenance crew back at the base.” 
“Organics are inherently less trustworthy 
and more liable to be compromised than 
kibemetika, if I may say so.” 

Dos Santos cracked the ladybug’s hatch, 
and warm, wet air blew in past a curtain of bamboo. 

“Where are you going, Peej? I’ve sent out a distress call and re- 
ceived an acknowledgment. Would it not be wise to wait here?” 
“How do I know all the other ‘bugs haven’t been tampered with 
too? I could wait for days. No, I’ve got to finish my mission. I’m too 
close now to wait. And the River can’t stay down much longer.” 
Patting his left breast pocket, which held the vital vial of In- 
struction Set which would repair the River, and adjusting the ban- 
doliers that held his Intratec splat-pistol, extra lysing cartridges and 
other equipment, Dos Santos placed one booted foot over the sill. 

“I must protest, Peej. Under Regulation Two-Ten of the Riparian 
Administration Handbook — ” 

“Listen,” interrupted Dos Santos. “Who's the River Master here, 
you or me?” 

Somehow the TL Four kibe managed to sound wounded and re- 
signed. “You are, Peej.” 

“Correct.” 

“May I make a suggestion, then?" 

“Certainly.” 

“At least let me accompany you. I am more capable than your 
low-level suit assists. Also, if you are terminated and I am later re- 
covered, I shall be able to make a full report.” 

“What a cheerful notion.” 

“I am simply trying to fulfill my autofac-implanted imperatives, 
Peej....” 

“All right.” 

Dos Santos stepped to the console and ejected the kibe, a fea- 
tureless silver wafer the diameter of a hockey puck, but only half 
as thick. Fitting it flat into the appropriate sticktite slot on his har- 
ness, he turned to leave the disabled ladybug. 

“I am now fully integrated with your suit sensors, Peej. They are 
of high quality.” 

“I have a feeling we’ll need them,” said Dos Santos. “Activate my 
retinal displays, please.” 

“Done.” 

Dos Santos’ peripheral vision filled with translucent shimmer- 
stats, and he stepped tentatively into the jungle. 

2. INFOSLAM 

he first report indicating that something was seri- 
ously wrong with River Seven had come a mere 12 
hours ago, emanating from the kibe unit captaining 
one of the numerous floating autofacs-cum-general- 
stores that supplied the indigenous riverside popu- 
lation. The unit, a mere 100 klicks from Machine Lake, had 
messaged that the River’s downstream velocity was decreasing rad- 
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ically, dropping toward ancient base line values or below; probes 
launched into the upstream side, however, still registered normal 
values. Continued updates revealed a steady decline in the force of 
the artificial current. 

When other reports from further down river began to flood in — 
a tourist vessel, a passenger ferry, a fleet of sport skimmers and 
striders— it became obvious to Dos Santos that River Seven— his 
river — was dying. 

Naturally, he had been in Lagos on official business at the worst 
possible time. Had the trouble found him at his normal post — his 
HQ on the shores of Machine Lake — he would have been at the 
source of the problem and able to take immediate action. As it was, 
a long trip back had been necessary first. 

Now, knowing that his craft had been sabotaged, it became ob- 
vious that the attack on River Seven had been timed to take place 
in his predictable absence.... 

Toward the unexpected end of his flight, Dos Santos knew that 
the downstream portion of River Seven must have been approach- 
ing total shutdown. 

The death of the current, as he had plotted it in Lagos, had been 
propagating faster than the current itself. A shut-down message of 
some unknown sort was being passed from one flagellum-flailing 
silicrobe to its neighbor, and then to its neighbor’s neighbor, 
and thus outracing the physical flow of the river as a sheer infor- 
mation wave. 

The continued functioning of the upstream third of River Seven 
was explainable by the deliberately engineered lack of communi- 
cation between the two currents. 

Only along the nearly 2000-klick length of the upstream-down- 
stream interface, where a thin layer of specialized downstream sili- 
crobes performed an elaborate ciliary do-si-do with a matching 
layer of upstream silicrobes, exchanging energy in a friction-elimi- 
nating dance, did any mixing occur. And the incompatible nature of 
the two currents, designed to avoid com- 
mand snafus, had apparently succeeded in 
keeping the upriver current alive for a little 
while longer. 

But the source of upriver silicrobes was 
the downstream current, and the death of 
the smaller, still functioning portion of River 
Seven was inevitable. 

From the feedstocks of Machine Lake 
were born all the silicrobes which com- 
prised 50 percent by volume of the down- 
stream River Seven channel. (The other half 
of the downstream channel was the tradi- 
tional H 2 O from traditional sources: feeder 
streams, rainfall, underground aquifer connections. The miss- 
ing volume of water had been long ago diverted for human 
consumption.) 

From Machine Lake the silicrobes exited, mingling with the avail- 
able water in a synthetic gumuetal-colored broth. (Nanosmall, the 
silicrobes were, of course, invisible individually, presenting an ho- 
mogenous appearance en masse.) Programmed to churn down- 
stream at a steady speed, each maintaining a constant distance from 
the downstream shore and its neighbors, the silicrobes carried 
the water molecules along with them faster than mere gravity 
ever had. 

At the mouth of River Seven, the finger-like delta around Port 
Harcourt, the downstream silicrobes were triggered by the in- 
creased salinity and by info from GloPos navsats, undergoing the 
transformation into upstream silicrobes. Separating from their part- 
nered water molecules (which continued out to sea as of yore), the 
upstream silicrobes made a coherent U-turn and headed back. With- 
out H 2 O partners, they needed a virtual channel only half the size 
of the downstream one to make their way back to Machine Lake 
and resorption. Upstream speed was 80 percent of the downstream 
current. 

Except today. 



3. Big Muddy 

he last chunky frondtree fell to Dos Santos’ flash- 
light-machete with a sound like a watermelon hitting 
the floor from table-height, and sticky juice propelled 
by xylemic pressure sprayed his face and millipore 
suit. Then he stepped out of the jungle and onto the 
staymown vetiver turf of River Seven’s upstream bank. 

“Peej— suit bladders are now full with purified water, and any fur- 
ther dermal suit-contamination will have to be exosonically evap- 
orated.” 

“Fine, fine,” said Dos Santos absentmindedly, his entire concen- 
tration, basal and add-on, devoted to his ailing wide River. 

Tire bipartite line of hyperfluid was dramatically sick. Consider 
the more distant downstream side. 

From its border with the upstream virtual channel all the way to 
the far bank, the downstream two-thirds of the River was a stagnant 
dove-gray stripe. The deactivated silicrobes, apparently still re- 
maining in suspension, now no longer contributed any motion to the 
flow and in fact hindered the water molecules from resuming even 
their old basal speed. The downstream waterway, until so recently 
an efficient riverroad upon which millions relied, was now a turbid 
slurry. 

Dos Santos looked to the left, downstream, but focused his gaze 
on the nearer third of the River, the upstream channel. 

This portion of River Seven was still functioning. Being composed 
of pure silicrobes, it was matte black in color and stood out sharply, 
its border still cohesive, from the downstream mess. But this nor- 
mal appearance was misleading, and Dos Santos knew — 

With a sharp intake of breath, the River Master spotted it. 

The failure wavefront. 

He watched helplessly as the killer disinformation propagated 
swiftly upriver, reaching his position and passing unstoppably on. 

Behind it, silicrobes went off-line by the hundreds of trillions. 



The black stripe instantly began to extend irregular fingers of dark- 
ness into the downstream portion of the River, silicrobes flowing 
“backwards,” and from greater concentration to lesser as the now- 
unthinking River— formerly considered an actual entity of Turing 
Level One— attempted to homogenize itself according to dumb 
physics. 

“Damn. Damn, damn, damn!” 

Momentary hopelessness washed over Dos Santos. He had dedi- 
cated his life to Riparian Admin (RA), out of a love for these great 
semi-liquid, semi-intelligent transport machines. For the past 50 
years, he had worked self-sacrificingly on the rivers of the world, 
the large and the small: River Eight (the old Volga), River Three (the 
old Mississippi), River One-Oh-Four (the old Ganges), River Twenty- 
Nine (the old Nile), and even River One (tire old Amazon). First as 
apprentice, then as journeyman, finally as Master, he had lovingly 
tended these sinuous creations of humanity that snaked across the 
domesticated globe, carrying mankind’s freight and travelers, host- 
ing its recreations, bathing its pilgrims. And never in that time had 
he experienced such a thing as this horror: the death of one of 
his charges. 

It felt like he imagined the death of the never-met pairbond proxy 
and hypothetical zygotes he had never permitted himself to indulge 



His craft had been sabotaged... 
the attack on River Seven 
had been timed to take place 
in his predictable absence... 




53 



in would have felt. There was a hole in his soul. 

Anger and a determination for revenge replaced the hopeless- 
ness. Dos Santos would make someone pay. 

And River Seven, he vowed, would live again. 

He advanced to the edge of the banking, which sloped away 
steeply to the River, a 45 degree stretch of crumbly red clay, and 
scrambled down. 

A stream of small dislodged pebbles tumbled down to the river 
surface and sat atop the high-density gel-like silicrobe liquid, each 
rock centered in its own surface-tension dimple. 

The kibe soimded alarmed. “Peej Dos Santos, you do not intend—” 

Dos Santos reached the marge of the River and squatted down. 
The pebbles were drifting downstream. “Quiet! If you want to be 
useful, prepare to analyze some telemetry.” 

After peeling off both gloves, the River Master inserted his hands 
into the stagnant silicrobe soup. 

The shimmerstats boiled with grafix in the comers of his eyes, fed 
by the subdermal mycotronix digiface sensors in his fingertips. Tap- 
ping the feed, the kibe added its verbal interpretation. 

“It appears that the River has been contaminated with a dose of 
high-velocity instruction ribozymes based on the standard step- 
down routines, but with subtle alterations that are not readily de- 
codeable. The silicrobes are merely off-line and apparently un- 



damaged. If we could denature the invader, it would be a simple 
matter to restart the River — ” 

Dos Santos stood. “We’ll have to do it fast, though, and that means 
getting to the facilities at Machine Lake. Not only do we have to 
worry about the possibility of further attacks, but there are system 
constraints as well. Eventually, the ‘crobes are going to drop out of 
suspension and settle to the bottom. A restart under those condi- 
tions would be chaotic. We’d kick up enough particulates to clog the 
whole delta and probably kill off all the life-forms as well. And if the 
mixing of up and down ‘crobes continues, the vortices that’ll form 
on a reboot will be orders of magnitude larger than normal—" 

The kibe interrupted. “Speaking of vortices, Peej, here comes a 
Vortifish Hunter right now!” 

4. Old Man River 

he coracle glittered nacreously, catching glints of 
African sunlight, an upturned half-shell with a rip- 
pled, purpled rim. (Its original seedstock, highly 
modified of course, had been the chambered nau- 
tilus.) Large enough to hold two basal humans, it 
now contained only one sophont, a cynocephali wearing a loin cov- 
ering of plaid clothtree fabric. 

Originally the cynocephali — or Anubians — had been bred and re- 
leased only along River Twenty-Nine, the old Nile. Part tourist at- 
traction, these bipedal dog-headed sophonts had been designed to 
occupy a new top niche in the food chain. So successful and popu- 
lar had they proven that no river today, some 10 Anubian genera- 
tions later, was without them. 

The furred humanoid splice stood at the rear of its tiny craft, the 
tiller that controlled the steering jets in its paw. It sailed midway 
down the former upstream channel whose black syrupy compo- 
nents were now uselessly heading downstream with all the rest. 



The small vessel was plainly bearing toward Dos Santos. 

As the craft drew nearer, Dos Santos could make out further de- 
tails, including grown-bone spears racked across the bow. And as 
the lone sailor expertly beached its craft, Dos Santos recognized 
the tattoon icon beneath the skin of one canine ear as the mark of 
the Hyena Tribe of Vortifishers. 

“Peej Human!” barked the splice, showing sharp teeth webbed 
with saliva. “Our River dying!" 

At that moment, the kibe announced, “Incoming transmission via 
Global Telesis for the River Master.” 

“Accept." 

The pleasant female voice of his Fon apprentice, Isoke, whom he 
had left behind in Lagos, sounded in Dos Santos’ right ear like a 
beacon from a saner world. 

“Norodom! The saboteurs have been pinged and popped! They 
were greenpeacers calling themselves the Izaak Walton League. 
Only 10 human members, but they managed to kill several rivers 
and disrupt half the world’s gross shipping tonnage! Dai Ichi Kangyo 
has just issued an estimate of five billion time-dollars worth of loss. 
But the crickcops and the IMF blueboys are certain they’ve slagged 
them all! You shouldn’t have to wony about another disruption.” 

As always, hearing Isoke’s eager voice and realizing his respon- 
sibilities to her, Dos Santos tried to imagine how Master Trexler 
would have responded. “That’s wonderful, 
Isoke. But we’re still left with the problem 
of getting Number Seven up and running.” 
“Can’t you just dump the Instruction Set 
into the River right where you are?" 

The Master patiently explained to his ap- 
prentice about the need to denature the ri- 
bozyme contaminants with the Machine 
Lake equipment first. Mixing the Instruction 
Set with the contaminant would simply pro- 
duce undifferentiated glop. 

“What can we do then? You were right 
about the remaining ladybugs being sabo- 
taged just like yours. The RA has no other 
transports available. We can hire a private thopter or borrow a gov- 
ernment one, but it’ll take hours to get to you, even from the clos- 
est point. You’re deep into the low-tech preserve around the 
Lake....” 

Dos Santos considered the Vortifisher standing before him. The 
splice’s mouth gaped open, tongue hanging as it panted nervously. 
Muscles beneath its spotted coat twitched. 

“I think I have transportation. It’s slow, but it’s worth a shot. Send 
out a flier as backup, though. Tell it to look for me on the River.” 

Signing off, Dos Santos addressed the Hyena. 

“Can your boat make it to Machine Lake?” 

The Hyena smiled. “This is good boat. Humans made this boat. 
Never stops! Eats river and spins tail, all day. Fast, fast, fast!” 

“How fast?” 

This question brought a frown to the cultivar’s canine face. After 
pondering a moment, it answered. “See that clo’tree? Here to there, 
10 breaths.” 

“Twenty knots,” interpolated the kibe. 

Dos Santos hissed. “Two hours or more to the Lake! It’ll have to 
do. Let’s go.” 

Dos Santos and the splice pushed the beached coracle off, then 
jumped in. The Hyena prodded control ganglia on a hump near the 
tiller, and the organic motor came to life. An intake on the bow fed 
silicrobes — on-line or off, it mattered not — to the org-engine, which 
broke them down and stole their ATR The thick, whiplike macrofla- 
gellum at the rear of the craft soon had them up to full speed. 

“We stop at my village and tell pack where I go.” 

Dos Santos opened his mouth to argue, then thought better of it. 
The splice’s teeth, not to mention its spears, gave the River Master 
pause, despite the comforting presence of his Intratec pistol. Al- 
though human-designed, this was no collar-wearing domestic cul- 
tivar, but a wild one, with the free will to fend for itself. Although it 
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was now friendly and relying on the human to repair the River, its 
attitude could easily change. Unless he wanted to kill this one out 
of hand— a repugnant choice — he would have to compromise.... 

“All right. But we can’t waste time.” 

“Go very fast. Mate and cubs must know, or fear.” 

Splices and their pretensions to humanity! Just what he needed 
now.... 

Dos Santos dropped to a crouch in the 
seatless boat. Trailing a hand in the River, he 
and the kibe used the time to work up the 
formula for the denaturing compound. All 
seemed clear, except — there were still 
strings of mysterious purpose in the conta- 
minant.... 

After some time, the Vortifisher village ap- 
peared in a dealing on the upstream bank. 

Although the pure silicrobe medium of the 
upstream third of the River was lifeless, the 
downstream two-thirds, with its mix of 
water and ‘crobes, supported an entire 
ecosystem of engineered lifefonns. Near the top of the food chain 
were the Hyenas’ main sustenance, the vortifishes. 

The interface between upstream and downstream channels was 
normally an orderly zone of increasing and decreasing speed gra- 
dients, thanks to the programmed interactions of the two types of 
silicrobes. 

However, chaotic factors, pattern seeds, occasionally caused 
whirlpools— vortices— of lesser or greater dimensions to butterfly 
into existence. These were dealt with by the various species of vor- 
tifishes, large, powerful, wide-mouthed organisms who derived 
their sustenance from gobbling the rogue silicrobes (and only the 
rogues), destroying the vortices in the process. 

It took skill and luck and courage for the Hyenas to ride their 
small boats to the very edge of the vortices and spear their prey, but 
the cynocephali managed quite superbly — as they had been engi- 
neered to. 

Retreating through layers of shimmerstat windows, Dos Santos 
focused on the village of podhuts. The bank was thronged with wel- 
coming Hyenas, hunters brandishing their spears, mothers carrying 
up to four nursing babies in special slings. 

Suddenly, the villagers began to scream and gesture, expressions 
of fear on their faces. 

The Hyena throttled down until they stood still. Dos Santos 
turned to look out to midriver. 

A huge vortice was forming. 

“Peej, this is impossible. Silicrobes do not come on-line by them- 
selves—” 

Dos Santos loosened his splatpistol in its holster. “It’s happening, 
though.” 

Something, some form, was beginning to rise up out of the vor- 
tice. ‘Fishes nibbled at its base without effect. 

Matte black, the figure was plainly formed out of silicrobes. But 
the ‘crobes were agglomerating in ways they had never been de- 
signed to. Flowing, shifting, rearing upward in a column thrice the mass 
of a man, they obviously sought to express some programmed form. 

At last they succeeded. 

An ebony Neptune towered out of the River. Seaweed hair, serene 
eidolon face, clamshell beard, massive anus and chest, fish tail 
below the waist. 

The River had materialized its monotone god. 

“It’s an autocatalytic set,” whispered a horrified Dos Santos. 

He had heard of such things arising, when the rivers had been in 
their prototype stage. Feedback among rogue components boot- 
strapped primitive, self-replicating A-life out of the isotropic soup. 

But this was different. This was planned by the Walton League, 
their trump card, something vastly more dangerous. 

Dos Santos squirted off an alert to Isoke as he raised liis pistol and 
rattled off a full clip. 

The intelligent bullets, loaded with instantaneous lysing agents, 



found their mark, but without apparent effect. Dos Santos had 
known that the lysing agents wouldn’t work against non-protein A- 
life, but he had been hoping the bullets would disrupt the thing’s co- 
herence. Instead, they had passed harmlessly through. 

Now the autocat began to advance purposefully across the River 
toward the coracle, seeming to ride on its tail, but in actuality pro- 



pelled by silicrobe flow, much like a slidewalk. The thing’s actions 
were so intent, it must register somewhere low on the Turing scale, 
perhaps even as smart as the River itself had been— 

The splash of the Hyena pilot jumping overboard distracted Dos 
Santos. He turned to do the same — 

Too late. 

Neptune had him in its arms. 

Dos Santos’ face was pressed into the greasy bulk of the auto- 
cat’s chest. He was blind, suffocating — 

Then he began to sink into the creature. 

His own river was killing him, a hot darkness extinguishing 
his life. 

And on top of everything else, his suit had gone crazy. 

The contents of the system of flexipumps and thin, biolastic water 
reservoirs in his clothing were shifting, pooling in one place, at his 
left breast. The concentrated lump of water swelled, pressing into 
his flesh and the bone beneath it. He tried to scream, but couldn’t. 
Would the fist of water punch through to his heart—? 

Then he felt the overstressed reservoir burst outward, scores of 
needle-like microjets exiting through the suddenly dilated milli- 
pores concentrated in a patch of his suit. 

Suddenly he fell, landing in the coracle, which rocked crazily, but 
stayed afloat. 

Inactive silicrobe streams dribbled off him. He coughed out what 
seemed like lungfulls of the stuff, blew gobs out his nose. Finally, 
he could breathe. 

With a shaky hand, the River Master cleaned goop from his eyes. 

Neptune had vanished, deliquescing back into the River. All that 
remained were a few random pseudopods and tentacles that wrig- 
gled impotently, then collapsed. 

Dos Santos looked at the hole in his suit. 

The reservoir that had filled and burst had been directly beneath 
the vial of Instruction Set, which was now nowhere to be seen. Pre- 
sumably, the shattered vial and its contents had destabilized the au- 
tocat. 

The kibe’s tone could only be described as self-satisfied. “Rather 
ironic, Peej Dos Santos, that the creature was stymied by water, 
don’t you think?" 

“Hunh.” 

“I’ve broadcast our encounter to the masters of the other dam- 
aged rivers, Peej. They should be able to handle their own autocats 
more safely than we. Aren’t you glad I asked to accompany you 
now, Peej?” 

Dos Santos held his head. All the waste, all the work that yet lay 
ahead— Well, at least he was alive to tackle it. 

“Yes, yes, I am, kibe.” 

“And if I may remind you, Peej — ?” 

Dos Santos laughed, somehow sensing what was coming. “No 
lawsuit, kibe, I promise.” □ 
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Beckoning before the lowly apprentice was the glorious life 
of a knight in armor, or that of a great wizard. 

But first, Faragol had to survive long enough to choose! 



ORPHANS 

CHOICE 

BY JOHN MORRESSY 
Illustration by Michael Whelan 



G enerally speaking, an or- 
phan has a choice of beg- 
ging, stealing, or an early 
death. I was not interested in 
any of the options. When 
Addran found me shivering in a stable 
yard and offered me a choice that oth- 
ers seldom have, I was glad to become 
his apprentice. 

The work has been hard sometimes, 
but they’ve been good years, mostly. 
Addran’s taught me a lot. I’d like to 
learn more, and learn it faster, but he’s 
in no hurry. “What you learn too soon, 
you forget too fast,” he says whenever 
I complain. 

The only bad part is when Addran has 
dealings with demons. On such occa- 
sions I must stand ready to recite a cer- 
tain spell that will banish the demons 
and save us if things start to go badly. 
It’s a great responsibility, and to tell the 
truth, it terrifies me. But I try my best. 
I owe the old man a lot, and he relies on 
me. 

Fortunately, he’s had few dealings 
with demons, and those few have gone 
well. My services have not been required. 



Most of the time Addran does what- 
ever comes his way. He’s a great wiz- 
ard, but these are lean times even for 
the greatest. War, famine, and plague 
have made life hard for everyone, and 
as many blame the wizards for their 
troubles as come to them seeking help. 
Addran says it wasn’t always like that, 
and it won’t always be, and I believe 
him. But that’s how it is now. 

It was on a quiet spring morning that 
we received the visitor who was to 
mark a turning point in our lives. I 
came into Addran’s study and an- 
nounced, “You have clients, Master.” 
“How many?” 

“Two, I think. Maybe three.” 
“Forgotten how to count?” 

“There’s an old woman, a young lady, 
and a very odd-looking dog. I think the 
dog is with one of them, but I’m not 
sure.” 

Addran grunted but said nothing 
more. He donned his black robe and 
combed out his long white hair and 
beard with his fingers. He could look 
as old and wise as Merlin, and he was 
as good as he looked. 




“Let’s meet the clients, Faragol,” he said. That’s the name he gave 
me when he took me as his apprentice. It has some kind of signifi- 
cance, but he’s never explained it to me. 

The old woman was a peasant, the young lady was a lady, a real 
lady, so beautiful I had to choke back a gasp of pure astonishment 
when I saw her up close, and the dog was a little white mongrel, mis- 
shapen and ugly. I had the impression of something only half- 
formed. It kept close to the old woman’s skirts, shaking and looking 
around with terrified eyes. 

“My boy, Master! Save my poor boy!” the old woman wailed as 
soon as Addran appeared. She swept the dog up in her arms and 
held it out to the wizard. It rolled its eyes and shivered in terror. 

“A spell?” he asked. 

“Curse or spell or enchantment, I don’t know one from the other, 
Master, all I know is it’s the work of that old witch Zalma. We met 
her on the road, and we didn’t make way quick enough to please her. 
She pointed her skinny finger at my poor Gramm and mumbled 
something. Before my eyes he turned into this creature you see, too 
weak to stand up, and he hasn’t stopped shaking since, poor boy." 

“Perhaps he can be helped,” said Addran, motioning for me to 
take the dog into his workroom. Turning to the young lady, he said, 
“And my lady’s request?” 

“You may attend to this woman’s son first, wizard,” she said, and 
even though her voice was soft as a far-off lute, it was clear that 
she expected no arguments. I took the dog from the old woman, 
hoping it wouldn’t mess all over me, especially with that lovely lady 
right there to see it. She had to be a princess, anyone that beauti- 
ful. More likely, a queen. 

O nce in his workroom, Addran 
placed the dog on his table. It 
toppled over and lay trembling 
and whining. He frowned at the 
sight, and turned to me. “Well, 
what do you see?” Addran was always testing 
me in this way. 

“A transformation spell. From the way the old woman described 
it, this spell can’t last more than a month or so.” 

“How can you be sure? Are you saying you know Zalma is old and 
feeble, and you think she can’t work a strong spell?” 

I shook my head. “Just look at the creature. He’s not properly 
formed. He looks like something a child would scrawl on a wall. 
He can’t even stand up — his legs aren’t all there. Zalma worked the 
spell on the spur of the moment, and the old woman said she only 
muttered a few words. That’s not the stuff of a lasting spell.” 

He nodded and did not look displeased. “And what’s to be done?” 
I pointed to a black book that stood on the shelf behind him. 
“Look in Isbashoori’s guide to counterspells.” 

He reached back and took down the thick black volume. I was not 
yet allowed to read any of his books. By now I had a good idea of 
what was to be found in each of them, but they were still sealed to 
me, as they were to all but Addran. Without the proper spell to un- 
lock them, his books were so tightly shut that teams of oxen could 
not pry apart the covers. 

Opening the book to the proper place, he laid it on the table, 
placed his hands on the miserable dog, and read off a few words. 
Then he said, “Give him back to his mother.” 

“Aren’t you going to restore him?” 

I seldom questioned Addran, but this time I was really surprised. 
It was a simple spell, and there was no reason to let this miserable 
creature or his mother suffer longer. He looked at me severely for 
a minute, then his expression softened, and he almost smiled. “No. 
You are.” 

“But how...? I don’t know....” 

He gave me a word to speak when I returned the dog to his 
mother. “That’s for giving a good diagnosis,” he said. 
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It was always that way with Addran. I never knew when he was 
going to be angry and when he was going to be generous. 

We went outside to where the old woman waited. She looked at 
Addran, then at me, and then she said, “He’s still a dog. My poor 
Gramm is still a dog.” 

“My apprentice will attend to that,” Addran said, with a nod to me. 

I set the dog down in front of her and took a step back. The dog fell 
down and whimpered. I extended my hand, said the word, and at 
that instant a skinny tow-headed youth lay sprawled on the floor at 
the old woman’s feet, blubbering and wailing. 

“My boy! My good Gramm!” 

“Mama! Oh, Mama, Mama!” 

They embraced, and cried, and embraced some more, and finally 
the old lady said, “Master Addran, how can we ever repay you? 
What can poor folk like us do for such a great wizard as yourself?” 
That’s what they all say. Once the magic is done, even the wealth- 
iest client seems to become poverty-stricken. When they want the 
magic, they’ll give anything for it. Once they have it, the value goes 
down considerably. I learned that early on. 

“One bushel of chestnuts and two of walnuts, delivered to my 
door on the day after the harvest moon is full,” Addran said. “Noth- 
ing more, nothing less.” 

T he pair of them left blessing Ad- 
dran and praising his name and 
his kindness and his considera- 
tion of poor folk. When I closed 
the door behind them, Addran 
turned to his other client and bowed. 

“And now, my lady, I am at your service. 

What is your wish?” 

“I require a champion,” she said. 

“My lady, I am a wizard. The proper place to seek a champion is 
at the court.” 

“I know that, wizard. I need one who will confront and overcome 
no ordinary adversaries.” 

Listening to her voice was like heating sweet music. I’m sure she 
could have raised an army with a few words and a smile, if she 
wanted to. Addran, with a gesture, bade her speak on. 

“I am Perimane of Whitewood. My lands and castle have been 
seized by miscreant knights whose wickedness surpasses descrip- 
tion. They slew my parents and my brother and have enslaved our 
servants, treating them with great brutality and cruelty. They have 
plundered our goods and defiled our chapel. They. ...” Her voice fal- 
tered for just an instant, then she went on, “They gave me the choice 
of wedding their leader or becoming their common property. I 
brained the ruffian guarding me and made my escape.” 

“You are brave, my lady.” 

“I am desperate, wizard.” 

“And yet this sounds to me like work for a band of knights." 

“So it would be, but for one thing: these villains are led by the 
wizard Noramonte. He protects them with his magic." 

“I am acquainted with Noramonte, my lady. A thoroughly evil man 
and a very powerful wizard.” 

“More powerful than you?” 

Addran paused, placed his fingertips together, and reflected. 
After a time, he said, “I would say that we are evenly matched.” 
“Will you help me, then? I will reward you generously.” 

I was ready to jump to my feet and place my life at her service, 
but I was bound to Addran. Anyway, it was not necessaiy. Addran 
bowed low and said, “It will be an honor, my lady. My fee is a hun- 
dred gold nobles.” 

“Your fee is high.” 

“You need pay me only if I succeed." 

We spent the next two days preparing for our journey. Addran 
stayed in his workroom most of the time. I attended to the packing 



My lands and castle have been seized by 
miscreant knights whose wickedness 
surpasses description. 

They slew my parents and my brother... 



and the horses and the supplies for the journey. On the early morn- 
ing of the third day after Perimane’s arrival, Addran cast a protec- 
tive spell over the house and grounds and we set out for 
Whitewood. We carried food, an elegant little pavilion for Perimane 
and a tent for ourselves, and a black box that Addran fastened to 
our packhorse with his own hands and would not let me touch. I as- 
sumed that it contained magical equipment and asked no questions. 
I knew I would get no answers until Addran was ready to give them. 

T he Lady Perimane was a source 
of constant delight and amaze- 
ment to me. She was as fresh and 
delicate as the early flowers, and 
yet she was as hardy as an oak. 
She kept up the pace without complaining, 
drank brook water from her cupped hands, 

and shared our hard bread. She spoke of her childhood and her par- 
ents as we rode. One night she sang, and her voice in song was 
even sweeter than her speech. 

I fell more in love with her each day. She was courteous to me, 
but I knew that any hope on my part was foolish. A wizard’s ap- 
prentice does not win the hand of a great lady. He may serve her, 
perhaps advise her, even die for her, but she is out of his star. All 
the same, I adored her. 

At midmoming of the sixth day, we crossed into Whitewood and 
soon came in sight of Mon Defi, the castle of Lady Perimane. It stood 
on the crest of a hill, dark against the bright sky. We could see only 
two sides, but they were enough to show what a formidable struc- 
ture it was. Towered and turreted, with high battlemented walls, it 
could have withstood an army. I was glad to be in the company of 
a wizard. 

We crossed a brook at the edge of the broad meadow that sloped 
down from the castle and stopped in the shadow of the outermost 
trees. From here we clearly could see the handiwork of the intrud- 
ers. Three gibbets stood outside the walls, and a body hung from 
each. 

“You see the servants who remained loyal to me,” said Perimane. 
I clenched my teeth and shook my fist in fury, but it was a useless 
gesture. I was willing enough, but I was neither warrior nor wizard 
and could do nothing but assist Addran in whatever he chose to do. 

He spent a few minutes studying the castle, tapping his forefin- 
ger lightly against his lips, as he often did while laying plans. At last 
he pointed to a level spot. “We’ll make camp there, in clear sight of 
the castle. That should bring a few of the blackguards out.” 

I rode forward and in a very short time had erected the pavilion 
and the tent. Addran and Perimane joined me. For the first time 
since we had met her, she looked apprehensive. Addran was as calm 
as if he were taking a turn around his garden. He inspected the 
camp, pointed out a rope to be tightened, and then reached into his 
sleeve and took out a vial of dark liquid. “Go back to the brook and 
wash yourself thoroughly. When you’re dry, rub yourself with the 
contents of this from head to foot,” he said, handing me the vial. 
“Mind you use every bit of it, and don’t miss a spot.” 



I didn’t see the point of bathing and anointing myself when we 
were about to confront a host of marauders, but I knew better than 
to question Addran. I did as he told me. When I returned to the 
campsite, a lance was leaning against the tent, and a sword and 
shield hung by the entrance. I had no idea where they might have 
come from. 

Addran took me inside. Perimane remained outside, with orders 
to let us know as soon as anyone left the castle. 

The black box lay open and empty on the floor of the tent. Beside 
it, laid out on a carpet, was a suit of armor of a silver so pale that it 
was almost white. It glowed in the subdued light of the tent. 

“Strip and put this on,” Addran said. 

“I don’t know how.” 

“You don’t have to. It knows. Go ahead, put it on.” 

I knew what each piece of armor was, and where it was supposed 
to go, but I had never seen a knight arming. I had no idea how 
to begin. 

“Don’t I have to wear something under it?” I asked. 

“Not this armor.” 

I stripped and took up the greaves. They weighed no more than 
a handful of feathers. When I placed them against my calves, they 
fit like a second skin. With Addran’s assistance, I armed from head 
to foot, and when I was finished, I felt as if I were wearing a garment 
of air and sunlight. 

“This is magic armor, isn’t it?” I asked. 

“Of course. It won’t protect you if you attack anyone, but once 
you’re attacked, you’ll be invincible.” 

“I don’t know how to use a sword or a lance.” 

“The weapons are magical, too. Trust them.” 

“What if Noramonte comes out?” 

“Don’t concern yourself with Noramonte. I’ll attend to him when 
he turns up.” 

“But if he uses magic — ” 

“I’m giving you magic armor and magic weapons,” Addran broke 
in impatiently. “Have you no confidence in me at all?” 

“I do, I do. But I’m. . .I’ve never. . .I’m not a warrior.” 

“You’re a good strong lad, and the armor will see to the fighting. 
All you have to do is wait for them to attack and then just follow 
your instincts. And don’t try to do everything at once. You’ll only tire 
yourself out.” 

He sounded confident. The armor was comfortable, and I could 
feel a sense of assurance growing within me. Addran studied my ex- 
pression and smiled. He pointed to a chamfron and a blanket. “Put 
these on your horse, and take up your weapons.” 

I covered the horse’s head, then threw the blanket over his back 
and saddled him. Before my eyes, the palfrey seemed to swell into 
a war horse fit for the lists in the king’s own tournament. I won- 
dered if the armor had had the same effect on me, and when I turned 
and saw Perimane looking up at me, she seemed smaller than she 
had been only minutes before. The look in her eyes made me feel 
even taller. 

“You’ve changed. You’re a champion,” she said. 

Before I could think of a suitable reply, Addran called, “Mount 
up. We have callers.” 

Three armed men were riding down the slope toward us. I 
mounted and couched my lance. 
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“Be careful,” Perimane said. “They’re treacherous. They’ll all set 
upon you at once, without warning.” 

“So much the worse for them,” I said. 

She removed her veil and reached up to me. I bent, and she tied 
it around my arm. Now I was her champion indeed. 

A ddran stood before the tent, 
holding a staff in one hand, the 
other raised in peaceful greet- 
ing. The knights drew up facing 
him. Their visors were raised, 
and I could see then' expressions clearly. They 
were big men, and well armed, but they had 

no aura of magic about them, only a faint reek of evil. Their leader 
looked us over, and at sight of Perimane, he grinned. He said some- 
thing to his companions, too low for me to hear, then all three 
laughed. To Addran, he said, “So you’ve brought her back to us, 
have you? And I suppose you think to join our company.” 

Addran wore a long hooded cloak and was still covered with dust 
from our travels. He looked like a pilgrim or a holy man, not a wiz- 
ard. He gazed up at a hawk circling slowly overhead and said, 
“We’ve brought the Lady Perimane back to reclaim her castle. As for 
you, you can surrender or be destroyed." 

The knights exchanged a glance, laughed, and their spokesman 
said, “Where’s your army, old man?” 

With a casual tilt of his staff, Addran gestured in my direction. 
“He awaits your pleasure.” 

They were quick about it. The three of them brought their visors 
down, leveled their lances, and wheeled to charge me. They came 
at me in an inverted arrowhead, two before and one behind. I 
spurred my mount to meet them. They seemed to be moving slowly, 
and I could picture exactly what I had to do. I feinted to one side, 
as if to escape entrapment by the two in front, and then cut back to 
ride directly between them. They had swerved to meet me, and as 
they tried to recover, their lances crossed. Riding full tilt, I caught 
the lances on my shield and they scissored backward, catching the 
knights fully and unseating them. I took the third knight in the 
throat, just below the helmet, and nearly tore his head off. His rid- 
erless horse rode on across the meadow. 

One of the fallen pair lay where he had gone down. Blood ran 
from his visor and pooled around his helmet. The other struggled 
to his feet and drew his sword. I dismounted and awaited his at- 
tack. He was a big man, in full body armor, but he moved with grace. 
Even so, he seemed to me like a man walking underwater, every 
motion slowed down, while I perceived and reacted twice as fast 
as ever. 

He took one cut at me, missed, and before he could recover I had 
brought my own blade down hard at the juncture of neck and shoul- 
der. He went down in a spray of blood. It was over. 

“Very good, considering your lack of experience,” Addran said. 
“It’s the armor, isn’t it? It makes me faster.” 

“It confers certain advantages. Just remember to await their at- 
tack and you’ll be all right.” 

Perimane came to my side. “You were magnificent,” she said. 
“He’ll soon have another chance. The rest will be out when they 
see what’s become of these three,” Addran said. “I imagine Nora- 
monte will want to meet us once the next batch is disposed of. How 
many are there all told, my lady?” 

“I heard them speak of 17 knights, plus their servants and men 
at arms.” 

“A small number to overcome so strong a castle." 

“There was no fighting. Noramonte made the weapons drop from 
our men’s hands. Then there was only butchery.” 

“Noramonte has much to answer for. I think it best, my lady, that 
I place you under protection.” Addran reached into his sleeve and 
drew out what appeared to be a square of brilliant blue cloth. He 



shook it, and it opened out into a cloak, which he placed over Per- 
imane’s shoulders. 

Out of the castle came a small force. I counted 12, but before I 
could speak, Addran said, “They are a decisive lot, these brigands. 
Here come the rest of them, all but two.” As the main force reach- 
ed the halfway point, two more emerged from the castle, accom- 
panied by eight men on foot. Addran merely laughed. Turning to 
me, he said, “Remember, now, let them initiate the attack. And don’t 
tire yourself out.” 

I felt strong enough to toss them around like puppets, but I 
heeded Addran 's words. The band halted in a ragged line before our 
camp. One of them rode forward at a slow walk and addressed Ad- 
dran. He was the biggest of the lot. He wore dull black armor that 
drank in the light and flickered with random red glints, like embers 
or angry eyes. I felt the tingle of my skin that bespoke the presence 
of unwholesome magic. 

“Who are you that attack our comrades?" His visor was down, 
and his voice resounded like the roar of a swift river in a cave. 

“We are the defenders of the Lady Perimane.” 

“She will need more than an old man and a single knight.” The 
leader of the band signalled, and six men detached themselves from 
the rest and started toward me. I watched them come at me slowly, 
this time in an irregular line. 

I moved among them like lightning, unhorsing the two foremost 
with quick strokes. In their midst, I dropped the lance and drew my 
sword. The rest were armed with swords and maces, and I cut them 
down like a reaper. Four more broke from the band but reined in 
at a command from their leader. 

“Leave him to me,” he said, and charged. 

I reached down, and the lance flew up to my hand. We met at full 
gallop, shattering our lances. I felt the shock of the encounter with 
a sense of exhilaration. My opponent was a powerful swordsman, 
but I turned every blow and when he showed the first sign of tiring, 
I began to drive him back. I could feel the prickling of magic as he 
struck one unavailing blow after another. 

“To my aid!” he cried to his men. 

Three others drew their swords and closed in around me. I cut 
them down with three strokes and returned my attention to their 
leader. He had recovered his strength and fought fiercely, with all 
the magic his master had given him. No ordinary human, however 
powerful, could have withstood him. But with Addran’s help, I over- 
came. When at last my blade cut through his helmet and cleft his 
skull to the jawbone, his magic deserted him. He fell in a heap of 
dry bones and rotting armor. 

By now the last two knights and the men at arms had joined 
their comrades. As 1 rested, awaiting the next attack, I heard the 
hiss of arrows. I charged the archers, and they dropped their bows 
and fled. 

W hen I returned to our camp, 
the surviving knights were 
on their knees before Addran, 
their hands pressed together 
in appeal. Their swords and 
helmets lay where they had been flung down. 
“Have mercy, Master. Save us from this 

demon warrior. We will be loyal to you,” one of them blubbered. 

“You speak of mercy?” Perimane said. “What mercy did you show 
my parents and my people?” 

“Noramonte turned our wills. We were not free.” 

“You might have resisted,” Addran said. 

“Spare us!” they cried. “We beg you.” 

“Show them no mercy,” said Perimane. 

“They’ve learned something today. And they will learn something 
more." Addran pointed to each one in turn with his staff. They cried 
out as it passed over them, and each man’s right arm fell limp, 
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I cut them down with three strokes and 
returned my attention to their leader. 
No ordinary human, however powerful, 
could have withstood him. 



a dry shriveled claw. “Your lives are spared. Go,” said Addran. 

We watched them ride off. There was no sign of the men at arms. 
I gathered the fallen and discarded weapons and stacked them by 
the tent. “What now?” I asked. 

“Noramonte remains. Before long, 1 will confront him. While we 
wait, let us enjoy a light repast.” 

It was a very light repast indeed, just a bit of bread and the last 
of our water, but after the battle I thought it a feast. Barely had we 
finished when Addran rose and brushed the crumbs from his cloak. 
He stood looking up at Mon Defi in silence, then said, “I must go to 
the castle. Noramonte awaits me." 

I started to rise, but he bade me remain seated. “Stay here and 
guard the Lady Perimane. A few of the men at arms may decide 
to return.” 

“You’ll be facing Noramonte alone.” 

“I prefer it that way. Do not follow.” 

He mounted one of the riderless homes and rode to the castle. As 
he disappeared through the gates, Perimane said, “Your master is 
too merciful. He will never defeat Noramonte.” 

“Mercy is not weakness.” 

She gave me a long appraising look and said, “You showed little 
mercy to the men who faced you.” 

“They were aimed warriors trying to kill me.” 

She nodded like a wise elder acknowledging the arguments of a 
child but said nothing. I busied myself looking for signs of the fugi- 
tive men at arms. I saw no trace of them. They were probably 
still running. 

It seemed safe to leave Perimane for a time, so I went t o the brook 
to refill our water bottles. I caught three fat fish for our supper. 

By now, the armor felt like a part of me. It was so light that I might 
have forgotten I was wearing it but for my reflection in glowing in 
the water. 

I wondered how I would feel without it. My old life seemed dis- 
tant and not to be desired. A wizard’s apprentice worked hard and 
knew no glory. A woman like Perimane would show no admiration 
for such a one. I was a conqueror now; I had looked into men’s eyes 
and seen their fear. I did not want to be less. 

That evening, Perimane spoke about her life at Mon Defi in the 
happy days before the robbers came. She asked about my child- 
hood, and I told her. 1 had never spoken of it except to Addran. 
There was little to tell, and none of it pleasant: cold, hunger, abuse, 
always fear; and then the kindness of Addran. Why he chose me to 
be his apprentice I could not guess, and he would not say, but I was 
grateful to him. 

“Is his the life you wish to live?” Perimane asked. 

“It’s a good life.” 

“A dying way of life. The world is changing. You could be more 
than a mere wizard.” 

“What could I be? I know only what Addran has taught me.” 
“Alone, you overcame a band of powerful knights. You could win 
great glory. There is no limit to what you could accomplish.” 

“I did nothing. The armor did it all.” 

She laid her hand on my ami. “But you wear the armor.” 

She spoke to me not as the servant of her servant, but as an equal, 
and I found her words troubling. They echoed thoughts that I knew 
I must subdue. But I remembered the sensation of effortless power, 



of boundless confidence, of mastery over all who confronted me, 
and I savored it with a guilty delight. 

W e passed the night without 
disturbance. I awoke sud- 
denly the next morning with 
the feeling that something 
was wrong. I chew my sword 
and stepped from my tent. The meadow was 
misty and silent. I called to Perimane. She ern- 

erged from her pavilion, the dark cloak drawn about her. 

“Has anything disturbed you?” I asked. 

“No, nothing. Did you hear anything?” 

“I had a feeling. Danger.” 

“We’re in no danger. Addran protects us.” 

At the mention of his name, I knew what was wrong. “Addran 
needs help. We must go to the castle.” 

“He forbade you to follow him.” 

“That was before he knew what he’d be facing.” 

“You must not go. It’s too dangerous. Noramonte is powerful.” 
“All the more reason to go. Come. You can’t stay here alone.” 

I mounted and swung her up to the saddle before me. We rode to 
the gate and a silence deeper and denser than the quiet of the morn- 
ing seemed to envelop us. We rode through an empty courtyard down 
empty passages into the great hall, and there we found Addran. 

He sat at one end of a long table, slumped forward, encased in a 
shimmering dome of protection. He gasped for breath. Blood 
seeped from his ears and nostrils. Over him hovered a thing hideous 
beyond any words I know. Its misshapen head was mostly a gaping 
mouth filled with jagged teeth, and above it a random scattering of 
eyes. Its body was a thick trunk covered with matted hair. It moved 
on broad padded feet. Its many arms, oddly jointed, ended in club- 
like knobs of bone. With them the thing hammered at the protective 
dome. At the sound of our entrance, it turned to Perimane and me 
and the light in its multiple eyes glowed with heightened rage. 

Addran looked up. His voice came into my mind, strained and 
weakened. “Get away from here, quickly. Save yourself and Peri- 
mane.” He paused, breathing hard, like a man on the brink of ex- 
haustion. “Once it’s done with me, it will turn on you.” 

“I’ll kill it first.” 

“I’m not sure it can be killed. This is Noramonte’s last manifesta- 
tion. I almost had him, but he changed into this, and it’s stronger 
than anything I’ve ever faced.” 

Noramonte glowered at me over one misshapen shoulder, then 
turned and brought its clubbed arms down. Addran cried out in 
pain. The dome flickered lightning-like, and wavered, but did not 
yield. I dismounted and started toward the thing, circling to keep 
out of its reach. Perimane cried out, and Noramonte turned to the 
new sound. It slumped forward, resting the weight of its massive 
head and trank on several of its elbows, then, before I could utter 
a word, it lurched toward Perimane. 

I drew my sword and ran to intersect it. Addran cried, “No, 
Faragol, don’t attack!” I paid no heed. As I crossed Noramonte’s 
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path, it swiped at me with a cluster of mace-like arms. I crashed 
against the stone wall with a shock that left me dizzy, and crum- 
pled to the floor. I hauled myself to my feet, groaning involuntarily 
at the sudden stab of pain in my ribs, and found that my left arm was 
numb. I could taste blood in my mouth. Across the hall, my horse 
was rearing and lashing out with its hooves, keeping the thing at 
bay. Noramonte struck at it with claws that had sprouted talons, 
but his blows were futile. Perimane clung to the pommel. She was 
safe for the moment, but the thing shambled in pursuit. 

“Faragol. Here, to me,” Addran said. 

“Perimane. She needs me.” 

“She’s safe. Here, quickly.” 

I limped to Addran ’s side. As I reached him, Noramonte lunged at 
Perimane. The dome disappeared from Addran and flickered into 
being around her just as the talons were about to close on her. No- 
ramonte howled and turned on us. I stepped before my master to 
take the thing’s charge. I felt sick and dizzy and half crippled, but I 
put my trust in the armor. Noramonte raged, limbs flailing. It looked 
at Perimane, then at Addran and me, and then it came hurtling at 
us. The very instant it attacked, my pains vanished and I felt strong 
and confident once again. 

I t was a nightmare battle. I struck off 
an arm at the shoulder. A writhing 
thicket of barbed tentacles grew in its 
place, and the arm scurried about the 
floor, talons clutching at my legs, until 
I hacked it to pieces. I disemboweled the 
thing and it fought on, trailing guts and spew- 

ing whatever foul substance ran in its veins. It took one mortal blow 
after another and kept fighting, and I realized that for such a tiling 
as this there was no mortal blow, for it was not alive as earthly crea- 
tures are. It would take my worst, and endure, and when I was too 
exhausted to strike another blow, it would overcome. 

Addran’s voice came to me. “The head. Strike off the head.” 
Noramonte towered over me. I could not reach high enough to cut 
off its head. I hacked at its legs, but Noramonte’s magic had made 
them strong enough to withstand even this blade. 

“The spell," Addran said. “The demon spell!” 

I threw up my anus and shouted the spell to banish demons. The 
thing shrieked and staggered back. I struck at it again, and this time 
a leg buckled. I hacked through another. It reeled and sank to its 
knees, and I severed its head with a single blow. Before the head 
touched the floor it was enveloped in the shimmering dome, which 
disappeared from Perimane to perform this new duty. The headless 
trunk toppled forward and lay twitching for a brief time. It began 
to liquefy, and seethe, and at last dissolved in a mist of foul vapor. 

Addran’s hand was on my shoulder. In his hand was the dome, 
now shrunk to the size of a walnut, the head inside it like an ugly 
insect in amber. “What remains of Noramonte is safely confined. I’ll 
send it where it will not return to trouble anyone.” He held it up be- 
fore his eyes, spoke a phrase, and it was gone. 

“You saved us.” 

“You saved me. Now I need a rest,” he said, his voice faint, and 
put his hand to his face. I caught him as he collapsed. 

Servants still in the castle emerged, wide-eyed and pale, showing 
the marks of their treatment, and threw themselves at Perimane’s 
feet. Others, who had fled, came back when word of her return 
spread. Addran and I were treated with reverence as her liberators, 
and I was asked to tell the story of my battles with the miscreant 
knights and the demon monster a dozen times over. 

My left arm and side were badly bruised, and my ribs felt as if 
half of them had cracked, but I did not dare remove my armor while 
Addran was recovering. The band that had captured the castle 
might have friends and allies, and without Addran’s full power, I 
was the only protection. In truth, the armor seemed to help me heal. 



I slept in it comfortably. I had heard tales of knights sleeping in their 
armor and had pitied them the days and nights encased in cold steel 
and a greasy shirt caked with sweat and blood, but this armor felt 
like no more than cool linen against my skin. 

Perimane’s most trusted servant was assigned to Addran, and she 
nursed him faithfully. I visited him every day and on most occasions 
found him sleeping soundly. When awake, he was not talkative. He 
seemed deep in his own thoughts. 

The rest of the time I worked to strengthen the defenses of the 
castle. I met frequently with Perimane. She had many decisions to 
make, and she often asked my counsel. Whether the armor made me 
wise I do not know, but she followed the advice I gave her. 

When I visited him on our 10th day at Mon Defi, Addran was much 
more talkative. He said to me, “We might stay here a while, Faragol. 
She’ll need protection until she can gather her own followers. And 
I need a long rest. Noramonte was more than I expected.” 

“He was the worst I ever want to face.” 

“How about you? You took a hard blow. Must have cracked a 
few ribs.” 

“I thought so, too, but I feel good. The armor seems to help." 
Addran smiled and nodded, as though I had said the obvious. 
“How’s the treasury? Enough left to pay my fee?” 

“Nothing seems to be missing. Noramonte’s men emptied the cellars 
and stores and did a lot of damage, but they left the treasury alone.” 
“That’s a relief. I hate haggling over a fee. Be sure you clean up 
all that captured armor and get the dents out of it. That should fetch 
a good price.” 

“I’ve got people working on it.” 

“Good. Very good.” After a time, he said, “I’ll be ready to travel in 
a month or so, but you might want to stay on here longer. Maybe 
much longer.” 

“Why would I want to stay longer?” 

He gave me a hard look. “Don’t play the innocent with me, lad. I 
watched you all the way here.” 

“You think I’m in love with Perimane.” 

“She’s a beautiful woman. She seems fond of you.” 

I shook my head. “She’s grateful. But it’s you and the armor that 
freed her castle. I’m just a servant.” 

“You wear the armor.” 

“She said that, too. Just those words. But I can’t wear this armor 
all my life, and without it I’m just another ordinary man.” 

“Maybe that’s all she wants.” 

“She’s a princess. I don’t want her to see me when I’m only 
Faragol and remember her champion.” 

Addran folded his hands behind his head and studied me for a 
time. “I’m impressed. You seem to have done some serious think- 
ing while I was sleeping away my days here.” 

“I have.” 

“You’re willing to give up the love of a beautiful woman — ” 
“Perimane doesn’t love me,” I broke in. 

“All right, maybe she doesn’t. But she might, someday. And even 
if she doesn’t, you’re still giving up a chance to be a great champion 
in the service of a beautiful woman. Fame, glory, conquest. . .all the 
things men want. Instead of all that, you choose to be a wizard's ap- 
prentice. Some people would say you’re a fool, Faragol.” 

“Let them. You had a reason for choosing me as your apprentice. 

I think I’m meant to be a wizard, and I’d only be a fool if I gave 
it up." 

“I’m pleased to see you using your head. Are you certain?” 
“Absolutely.” 

“Good. Just reach into that satchel there and take out the book 
of spells.” 

“The red one?" 

He nodded. I removed the book and held it out to him. He waved 
it off and shook his head. “It’s for you, lad. I want you to start study- 
ing it. You’re about ready.” 

I set the book on the table and looked at the familiar symbols. 
“Go on, go on,” Addran said, gesturing impatiently. I lifted the cover, 
and the book opened as if waiting for the touch of my hand. □ 
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Z IZA Patello sat on her largest 
suitcase. Behind her rose an 
apartment building, painted a 
pink of the pastel palette pre- 
ferred for stucco in California 
developments, now tinged with orange in the 
setting sun. Five years ago, when she had 
moved in, it had been well-kempt, but now the 
paint was peeling, and the building was look- 
ing a little ragged. Three years of depression 
had left its mark; she imagined her landlord 
didn’t have the money to keep the place up. 

She gave her watch an impatient glance. 
Where were her parents? 

Three years of depression had left their 
mark on her, too, she supposed; certainly, the 
bathroom mirror revealed encroaching 
crowsfeet around the eyes. Yet she refused to 
let it affect her habit of dress: She wore a 
charcoal suit, hose, heels low enough to be 
comfortable but with enough height to pass 
for the shoes of a professional woman, and 
her hair drawn severely back. She looked like 
the sort of woman you’d see striding along the 



streets of downtown San Francisco, beneath the looming sky- 
scrapers: someone in finance, or real estate. Sympathetic magic, 
she thought; perhaps if she wore the accoutrements of employment, 
employment would come to her. A silly notion, but still. She refused 
to give up, to join the armies living in America’s burgeoning shan- 
tytowns, to abandon the regimen of the working life for sloth and 
disorder. This might, as the pundits claimed, be the worst depres- 
sion in the nation’s history; but someone, somewhere, was being 
hired. Why shouldn’t it be her? 

She’d been out of work for nearly six months, ever since her em- 
ployer’s bankruptcy. Her savings were utterly gone now, the rent 
unpaid. Rather than suffer the indignity of eviction, she had re- 
solved to head south, to Costa Mesa. Maya, a college friend, lived 
there and had offered Liza the use of a sofa bed. Doubtless the em- 
ployment situation in Orange County was as grim as it was here in 
Oaidand, but at least she’d have somewhere to stay. 

If only the bank hadn’t repossessed Mom and Dad’s house... .But 
it was no use fretting over that. 

Speaking of which — where the hell were they? They said they’d 
be here by— a decrepit Previa van came screeching around the cor- 
ner, going far too fast. Flowers were painted along its side in day- 
glo colors. From open windows roared raucous music, the whine 
of electric guitars, the monotonous beat of ancient rock and roll. It 
whizzed past Liza, then screeched to a halt and backed up toward 
her. 

An old woman leaned out of the death-seat window, peering over 
wire-rimmed glasses with square, dark lenses. “M-mom?” said Liza 
uncertainly. 

The old woman extended her left hand, displaying her middle and 
index fingers in an arthritic, crook-fingered vee. “Peace, dear," she 
said. 

L iza stood in a bit of a daze while her parents 
loaded her bags into the van. Mom wore a fringed 
suede shirt, a loose, patterned cotton skirt, and san- 
dals; her wrinkled amis bore rough-cut turquoise. 
Camellia blossoms were stuck in her thin gray 
hair— so thin that her scalp was visible in places. Dad wore a tie- 
dyed T-shirt, V-necked to display scraggly, gray chest-hair. A beer 
belly flopped over dirty jeans; he was apparently barefoot. “Get in, 
doll,” he bellowed — Dad was a little deaf— and yanked open the 
driver’s side door. He pulled himself into his seat with a grimace of 
pain— the arthritis, Liza supposed— and restarted the engine with 
a roar. Mom held open the side door long enough for Liza to enter 
the van and sit on the middle bench, then got into the death seat her- 
self. 

Dad paused to light an enormous spliff of something— the smoke 
was curiously sweet, and while Liza was unfamiliar with the scent, 
she guessed, with a sinking sensation, that it was marijuana— then 
pulled abruptly into the traffic, wrenching at the wheel and plow- 
ing through the city streets toward the highway, displaying a fine 
contempt for the traffic laws. 

Liza craned forward for a better view of the apparition that was 
her father. Dope-reddened eyes gleamed maniacally behind thick, 
wire-rimmed glasses. One hand gripped the steeling wheel, while 
the other held his joint. 

The music box in the dashboard emitted grating electronic music. 
Mom noticed Liza’s glance and said, “Jefferson Airplane,” which 
only increased Liza’s mystification. They zoomed up the on ramp, 
ignoring the red light. 

“Have a toke,” Dad offered. 

“It’s good for nausea,” Mom claimed. “They used to prescribe it 
for chemo patients and like that.” 

“I’m not nauseous,” Liza protested weakly. 

“No?” said Mom. “You look a little pale, dear.” 

“Fascists won’t even let ’em prescribe it any more,” Dad shouted, 
doing at least 90 as he swerved into the right lane to pass a tractor- 
trailer along its blind side. 
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“Mom,” Liza said. “What’s going on?” 

“Moonshadow,” Mom said. 

“Moon what?” 

“Call me Moonshadow,” Mom said. “You’re a grown-up, dear. You 
need to free yourself from artificial hierarchies, feel the organic 
wholeness of things. ‘Mom’ seems so, so— bourgeois, I guess you’d 
say.” 

Liza stared at her. “I’ll stick with the bourgeoisie, thanks, Mom,” 
she said. “What’s the alternative? Starving by the roadside?” 

“Goddess will provide,” shouted Dad. 

“I suppose you want to be called Sunlight,” Liza said. 

“Eagle,” said Dad. 

“Mom, this is nuts,” said Liza. “Where do you get these...?” 

“Those were our names in the Haight, dear,” Mom said. 

The Haight? Haight-Ashbury was a tourist trap now, shops selling 
love-beads and caftans to nostalgic septuagenarians. “That was a 
long time ago,” said Liza. 

Dad slowed down, to match speed with a BMW. It was dark now, 
almost 9 o’clock. There were two older men in the car, perhaps in 
their ’60s; they were neatly dressed and looked fairly prosperous, 
but were obviously not too wealthy, since the car was an older 
model. Dad beeped his horn, and the man in the right-hand seat of 
the BMW, perhaps thinking Dad was signalling him that his head- 
lights were out, rolled down his window to talk. 

“Tune in! Turn on! Drop out!” Dad screeched over the wind of the 
van’s motion and tossed a joint neatly across the gap between the 
two cars and into the man’s lap. 

To Liza’s astonishment, the old man broke into a grin, flashed a 
peace sign and, as he sped away, began to light up. 

Liza sank back into her seat in bemusement. They were doing 90 
again. If the cops pulled them over— Christ almighty, who knew 
what kind of dope her parents had in the van? 

“If you don’t want any grass, we have some mushrooms, deal - ,” 
Mom said. 

“Don’t forget the poppers,” said Dad. 

“Mother, really,” said Liza. 

T hey headed south down 880 , white headlights 
piercing the darkness from across the median. Dad 
stuck a new disc in the music player, cranking the 
sound up much too loud. Liza looked at the box 
from which the disk had come: “Mick Jagger at 
Caesar’s Palace.” Soon, the creaking, familial- voice came forth, belt- 
ing out the hits of seven decades. 

Liza sighed, and decided to try again. “Mom,” she said. “I—” 
“Moonshadow,” Mom corrected. 

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” said Liza. “Moonshadow, then. What is it 
with you guys? What’s....” 

“You don’t grok it, do you?” Mom said, smiling blissfully. “It’s the 
Winter of Love.” 

“We’re Dropped-Out Again,” said Dad. He reached out and gave 
Mom’s knee a pat. 

“What a drag it is to get old,” Mick sang. 

L iza concluded that this was the only explanation 
she was likely to get, so she settled down for a nap, 
tiying to ignore the empty bottle of Bacardi Dark 
that rolled around on the floor every time the van 
took a curve. 

When she awoke, the van was motionless. Through the wind- 
shield could be seen moonlit clouds and the ocean, light glinting 
off waves and whitecaps. They were parked somewhere along the 
Pacific Coast Road. 

There was no sound save for the distant susurrus of breaking 
waves — and faint moans of pain. Mom was doubled up in her seat, 
arms wrapped about midriff, facial wrinkles reinforced by a gri- 
mace of agony. She rocked back and forth. 



Dad had av/akened as well, but failed to note Liza’s wakefulness. 
Sleepily, he opened the glove compartment, scrabbled around in it, 
and drew forth some pills. He put them in Mom’s mouth; she swal- 
lowed them dry. 

After a while longer, Mom quieted, then gradually drifted away 
into sleep. 

Liza studied her anew; Mom was painfully thin, her complexion 
gray. And that thin hair atop her head— the consequence of 
chemotherapy? Liza fretted. Had her parents been keeping some- 
thing from her? 

After a time, she too slept again. 

hen Liza woke again, it was morning. Her 
parents were still asleep. 

Out there were wisps of clouds, waves 
sparkling in the sun, gulls wheeling in the 
morning air. A cliff fell away to jagged rocks 
where breakers crashed. Down among them, sea lions slipped 
through the waves, brown backs momentarily visible above the 
water. 

Flanking the van were other parked vehicles. There was a Mer- 
cedes, painted with psychedelic dowel's; an aging Ford Tamils with 
a Grateful Dead bumper sticker; and a decrepit electric Infiniti, with 
tie-dyed drapes over the windows. Liza wondered how they planned 
to recharge out here in the middle of nowhere— then saw the 
cracked solar panels spread out along the shoulder. 

She got out and walked along the road for a while, enjoying the 
morning air. Along the way, she passed a crone levering herself 
painfully along with a walker. The old woman wore a caftan, love 
beads, and a pair of glasses on a string about her neck. She eyed Liza 
rather suspiciously, then quavered, “Love.” 

Liza stood awkwardly for a moment, unsure how to respond, then 
held up her fingers in a vee and said, “Uh, peace.” 

The old woman scrabbled for her glasses, put them on, and 
peered at Liza’s rumpled business suit with, if anything, greater dis- 
trust. “How old are you, dearie?” she demanded. 

Liza blinked. “Thirty-two," she said. 

“Oh,” the old woman responded, smiling. “That’s all right then. 
Never trust anyone under 30.” 

“Err— right on,” Liza said. 

Certainly the depression was throwing up some odd movements, 
Liza thought as she passed the old woman, but this one took the 
prize. Dropped-Out Again? Was that what they’d called themselves? 

W HEN SHE RETURNED TO THE VAN, DAD HAD THE 
driver’s door open and was sitting with his 
knees facing outward. He placed a number 
of small, white pills under his tongue; his 
heart medicine, Liza knew. On his lap was a 
print-out of Rolling Stone, which he had tilted at an angle; in it lay 
a considerable quantity of a crushed weed which she took to be 
cannabis. He was brushing it up the slope of the magazine with an 
index card. Round seeds fell down the slope, off his lap, and onto 
the highway shoulder. 

“Are you guys going to talk to me yet?” said Liza resignedly. 
“Sure, doll,” said Dad. “What’s bothering you?” 

“Oh, come off it, Dad,” said Liza. “What do you think is bothering 
me? My parents on drugs, living like hippies, it’s — I know you’ve 
had a rough time, but so has — ” 

Dad licked the edge of a sheet of rolling paper and glued it to a 
second sheet, to make for a larger joint. “Calm down, Lizzy,” he said. 
“What’s so terrible? This is the way we’ve always been, underneath 
it all. The years in Marin County were the aberration, not what we 
are now.” 

“But — " 

' “We lost everything in the Crash,” Dad said. 

“I know," said Liza. “But — ” 



“Hear me out," he said, scooping some of the weed into the rolling 
paper. “We were hippies, once, you knew that. But life goes on.” 
Mom was awake by now. “We got caught up in the materialism 
thing,” she said. 

“Split-level ranch in Marin County,” said Dad. “Mutual funds. Ca- 
reer climbing. Bank of America.” He’d been a computer manager. 
“Nomura,” said Mom. She’d been an account executive. 

“Shit, we were the revolution!” said Dad. “Never came. Left the 
world to you just like we found it. Wound up just like our god- 
damned parents. Social-climbing bullshit. Too many things. ‘Just 
say no.’ Pfaugh.” He began to cough violently, the cough of a long- 
time smoker. Some of the pot spilled onto the road. 

“Voting Republican,” said Mom. Dad winced, but she patted his 
shoulder to take the sting out. 

“Then, the Crash," Dad said. “The stock portfolio was worth noth- 
ing. The pension plan went under. Social security isn’t worth shit. 
The banks foreclosed on the house.” 

“Thank heaven, you had your MBA,” said Mom. “You can take 
care of yourself.” 

“You’re the only good thing out of those years,” Dad said, taking 
Liza’s hand. “Too many years.” 

“We found ourselves with nothing but the van,” Mom said. “We’d 
already paid off the loan.” 

“Took the Mercedes, though,” said Dad. “Good riddance.” 

“And we found— you know?— we didn’t miss it." 

“Nope,” said Dad. “No responsibilities, no debts, nothing. Bust 
and free.” 

“Just like we used to be," said Mom. 

“We heard about a Dead concert, and what the hell— we went. 
And you know, it’s happening all over." 

“What is?” Liza asked. 

“The Winter of Love,” said Mom. 

“We're Flower Geezers now,” said Dad contentedly. “Never been 
happier.” 

“But the drags,” Liza said. “Aren’t the police rather tougher than 
they used to be?” 

Dad gave a braying laugh. “Than in the ’60s? Nosirree. Anyhow, 
who’s gonna bust someone’s grandpa for smoking a little weed? 
And what else are you gonna do at 75 but groove in the sunshine?” 
Mom hauled an ancient Coleman stove out of the mess at the rear 
of the van while Dad lit the first spliff of the day. “How does a mac- 
robiotic tofu omelette sound?” Mom said. 

Loathsome, Liza thought. “Sure, Mom," she said. 

“Moonshadow, dear,” corrected Mom. 

n 

OON, THEY WERE ON THE ROAD AGAIN, DAD WITH HIS 
window open wide to suck out the smoke. At every 
b place where the shoulder widened, there were aging 

ground cars: Audis, Saabs, Lexi, Acurae. About them 
were elderly women and men, lying in the sun, lis- 
tening to music, doing drags, spontaneously dancing. Liza watched 
it all pass in bemusement. 

“Dad,” she said. 

“Eagle,” he said. 

“Dad,” she said, “you really shouldn’t be smoking pot.” 

“Why not?” he said. 

“Your heart," she said. “You know you’re not supposed to — ” 
“Hope I die before I get old," he bellowed over the roar of 
the wind. 

“You already missed that one," Liza said. “You’re not exactly a 
spring chicken.” 

“Young in spirit," Dad said. “Seventy-five if I’m a day. Listen, doll, 
if you’re going to wreck your body with drags, might as well do it 
when you don’t have too many years to lose. Anyhow, what’s the dif- 
ference? Who wants to wind up a vegetable in a nursing home? And 
neither you nor we could afford that, anyway.” 

“Mom,” Liza said, “you’ve got to talk to him.” 

“He’s a grown-up, deal',” said Mom, smiling blissfully. She took 
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the joint from Dad, and took a drag. “We’ll go together. The Goddess 
will provide.” 

“Mother!” said Liza. 

“Moonshadow,” said Mom. 

“And what about you?” Liza demanded. “I saw Dad giving you 
medicine last night. Are you sick? How come I don’t know about it?” 

Mom and Dad exchanged glances. “We didn’t want to worry you, 
dear,” said Mom. 

“I’m your daughter!” said Liza. “I have a right to know these 
things.” 

Mom looked out her window for a long moment, looking un- 
happy. “There’s nothing to be done," she said, then leaned over and 
cranked up the music loud enough that further conversation was 
impossible. 



EAR Big Sur, the van turned off the road and 
drove through redwood-shaded dimness. Liza 
leaned forward and turned down the music. 
“Where are we going?” she asked. 

“We’re stopping at Big Sur,” Dad said. “Some 
friends are throwing a party there.” 

“Oh,” said Liza. “I wish you’d told me.” 

Abruptly, they were in full sunshine again, the forest behind. Liza 
squinted into the unaccustomed light. To the side of the road was 
a meadow, grasses and wildflowers delimited by rocky cliff. Dozens 
of vehicles were already parked there, evidently belonging to 
Flower Geezers. Dad parked, and they all disembarked. Liza lent 
Dad an aim, knowing his arthritis gave him trouble getting in and 
out of cars. 

“Eagle and Moonshadow are here!” quavered an old man, one of 
those already present. 

“All right!” came a voice. 

“Groovy!” said another. 

“It’s about time we got this party started, man!” 

Someone had set up an awning, sewn of vibrantly-colored 
patches; beneath it were card tables bearing a cornucopia of food. 
Beer, most of it home-brew, was available. No music boxes were in 
evidence, but several people were playing instruments to attentive 
groups: guitars, flutes, a flute-and-harp duet. There were acres of 
long, unkempt gray hair, scraggly beards beneath bald pates, peas- 
ant dresses, wrinkles, and tie-dyes. 

The aroma of marijuana was everywhere, as were glassy eyes and 
blissful, vacant smiles. In the space of a dozen steps, Liza was of- 
fered hash brownies, Quaaludes, and instruction in yoga by a man 
who looked as if he could hardly sit down, let alone fold his creak- 
ing limbs into pretzels. 

The assemblage seemed to be enjoying themselves greatly, groov- 
ing, as it were, in the lambent California sunshine, amid the beauty 
of the wild Pacific coast. Liza felt quite ill at ease — as she often did 
at her parents’ parties, but here the feeling was redoubled by the 
alienness of her parents’ adopted culture. The Geezers talked 
among themselves of events that might have happened yesterday, 
and might have happened 60 years ago, greeting each other with 
glad cries and a strange, curled-finger handshake. Liza went to the 
awning and loaded a paper plate with a variety of unidentifiable 
vegetarian messes, then wandered bemusedly through the crowd. 

Near the cliff, a man and two women were working over a bam- 
boo-and-plastic structure — after a moment, Liza identified it as a 
hang glider. “Beauty, ain’t she?” the man said as Liza approached. 

“Uh huh,” Liza said. “Are you going to fly her today?” 

The workers exchanged glances. “Not me,” the man said cheer- 
fully. 

Toward the late afternoon, Liza sensed a change in mood in the 
crowd; they were more sober now, and there was a definite drift in 
the direction of the glider. 

By the time Liza got there, there was a spatter of applause; it ap- 
peared that her parents were about to make a speech. Both looked 
happy, warm wind tossing the scraggly remnants of their hair— Dad 



nearly bald, Mom’s hair thin. “It’s not an ending,” Dad said, “but a 
beginning.” 

“Union with the eternal,” Mom said. 

“We’re going joyfully,” Dad said, “not in pain and despair.” 
“Casting love to the univeise, as we have loved it,” said Mom. 
Again there was applause. Liza’s parents moved among the other 
Geezers, exchanging hugs and kisses. They came to Liza and hugged 
fyer close. Dad dropped the keys to the van into Liza’s hand. “Here,” 
he said gruffly, “you’ll need these. About all we can leave you, I’m 
afraid.” 

“Dad?” Liza said. “What’s going on?” 

They both smiled at her. Dad turned to face toward the setting 
sun. “It is a good day to die,” he said. 

“What?” said Liza. 

Dad turned back. “I never did get a chance to tell my father good- 
bye,” he said. “He never came out of the coma after the heart attack. 
Goodbye, Lizzy.” 

“My cancer is inoperable, Liza,” Mom said. “Better this way than 
on the operating table.” 

“But Dad — ” 

“I might have a few years,” he said, “but with this dicky heart — 
we want it this way, Liz." 

The pit of Liza’s stomach fell off a cliff. What should she do? Did 
they have the right to make this choice, or was she obliged to pre- 
vent their suicide? And how might she do so? Try to dissuade them? 
Scream? Faint? Wreck the glider? In the end, frozen by extremity of 
emotion, she was unable to do more than hold them tight. 

“I feel the acid kicking in,” Mom said. 

“It’s time, then,” said Dad. They gave Liza a last hug, then turned 
toward the glider. With the assistance of the people who’d assem- 
bled it, they strapped into the bamboo frame. 

“There’ll be an updraft over the cliff, the breeze off the ocean 
turning vertical,” one of the women told Dad. “And over the hills be- 
hind us, too; they should be hot from the afternoon sun.” 

“Gotcha,” said Dad, nodding. He turned toward Mom; “Let’s go, 
hon.” 

Others lifted the wing tips as Mom and Dad stood up, bearing the 
bulk of the glider’s weight. They trotted forward and flung them- 
selves off the cliff. 

They swooped off, over the ocean; the glide ratio was surpris- 
ipgly good, for such a basically primitive craft. After a moment, they 
angled it into a climb. They were rising, rising; it seemed to Liza 
that the glider was moving toward her as well as gaining height. It 
was, she realized, no trompe l’oeil; the breeze was moving faster 
than the glider, actually pushing it back toward the cliff face, though 
the glider was pointed directly away. 

Liza watched as her parents sailed above, perhaps 40 feet over her 
head. Dad spoke to Mom, something Liza could not hear at the 
(jistance. They leaned into a bank, turned, and angled off toward 
the hills. 

T 

I T WAS LATE, THE SUN HANGING OVER THE PACIFIC, A YELLOW 
I I orb beginning to be tinged with orange. The black plas- 
j I tic bird circled over the golden hills for lengthy minutes, 
j I About Liza, the crowd was rapt, watching the glider 
climb, spiralling upward, upward and high.... 

At last, they broke free. The glider swooped out again, a shallow 
dive directly west, over the vast Pacific. It was hard for Liza to look 
qt the craft, for from her vantage, it was now too close for comfort 
to the reddening sun. Away and slowly down it drifted, far above the 
waves, its visible aspect diminishing as it soared into the west. 

Someone took Liza’s hand. She started, and saw that everyone 
was linking hands, staring west, across the ocean, toward the set- 
ting sun. 

She peered at the glider again. There was an intake of breath 
about her — 

Two small shapes tumbled down, toward the water so far below. 
Eyes blurred with tears, Liza never saw the splash. □ 
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I n the total darkness, the incessant drip! drip! of limewater on stone 
was the only sound to be heard. Steady as the beating of a heart, 
ceaseless as the motion of the stars, that sound filled the darkness, 
fed the darkness, became the darkness. It stitched the seconds to- 
gether loosely into minutes, the minutes into long ragged hours, and the 



hours into great tattered sheets that flapped like ghosts in an unseen 
wind, leaving behind only gray threads of time to mark their passage 
as they unraveled. In all of creation there was only dripping water, 
and beyond the reach of its echoes, 
the world no longer existed. 

This changed only twice a day, 
when metal ground harshly against 
metal and the bolt sprang back 
from the rusted lock with the sound 
of a crossbow quarrel being loosed. 

This particular day began like every 
other— the resonant creak of the 
hinges, the crushing reverberation 
as the door slammed shut, the tread 
of steel-toed boots crossing the 
damp stone floor and then pausing. 

“Breakfast, Ishmael,” said a voice 
worn into a sing-song by the repet- 
itiveness of its daily routine. 

“Just put it there on the settee, 
will you?” This dry voice spoke 
wryly and precisely. 

“Of course.” The first voice 
chuckled, and those ringing foot- 
steps crossed the remainder of the 
distance without hesitation. “Would 
you like your serviette tucked into 
your collar, as well?” 

“No, no, that won’t be neces- 
sary.” Stoneware clinked as the tray 
was set down. “Now, what have we 
today? Oh, feels like. . .eggs. . . fresh, 

I’d say, and over-easy... hmm, but bigger than usual... Colin, you 
haven’t been dipping into the goose nests again, have you?” 

“Who me? Why, of course not." 

“Goodness, man, what will the lieutenant say? And this. . .my nose 
tells me it may be bacon, but the texture is not coarse enough. It 
can’t be ham, can it? Eh, Colin? And this carafe is too heavy to con- 
tain mere water.” 

“Go on. Taste it." 

A clink and a faint slurping carried through the darkness. “By 
thunder, Colin, this is fresh cream. You’re certainly taking risks 
today, my friend. To what good fortune do I owe this morning’s 
sumptuous feast? Have you taken a mistress?” A note of sly complic- 
ity entered the voice. “Is that why you feel so... expansive today?” 



“Hardly, you degenerate. We’re celebrating you today, Ishmael. 
It’s your anniversary.” 

“Anniversary? Why should I want to celebrate my anniversary? 

Didn’t you tell me— two, three 
years ago?— that my wife had fi- 
nally set her back to this sad little 
duchy?” 

“Not that anniversary. A more 
important one now. It’s five years 
today that you’ve been with us as 
a client.” 

“Oh, that. A hollow cause for 
celebration if ever I heard one. Am 
I to be feted then with nothing 
more than extra rations, Colin? 
Come, why not unfetter these poor 
ankles and let us dance to the oc- 
casion?” 

“Because the duke no longer en- 
trusts that particular key to my 
keeping after the uproar you cre- 
ated last time.” 

“Colin, that was over two years 
ago! Where is your compassion, 
my good friend?” 

“Don’t start with me, Ishmael. 
And if you’ve nothing better to do 
than complain after I risked an- 
other reprimand on your behalf, 
then I have other clients to attend 
to.” The metallic tread receded. 
“No... wait. I apologize. I know 
you do all within your power. Iam.. .grateful for it.” 

The footsteps halted. 

“Have you any news today, Colin?” 

A sullen pause followed. “Have you any new stories for me?” 

“I asked first.” 

“Oh. . .all right.” The footsteps returned. “Old Bradford Smith lost 
his hand in a cauldron of molten lead last afternoon.” 

“Goodness.” 

“He did not actually lose the hand in the cauldron, of course, but 
it had to be removed nonetheless. Oh, and the scrivener’s daughter 
was found with child.” 

“Yes? What a disgrace to poor Bei\jamin. No connection with 
Bradford’s hand, I presume. No, of course not.” A light sniffle could 



The palace dungeon held two men- 
one the jailer, the other the jailed. 

But in total darkness, how was one to tell 
which was which? 
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be heard in the chill darkness. “Anything else? How is your father’s 
dropsy?” 

“As nasty as ever.” 

“And your lovely wife?” 

“Serena is quite well, thank you. Oh, by the way, the captain of 
the guard still inquires after you daily." 

“Yes?” 

“Yes. He hopes you’re alive and well and rotting in your 
torment.” 

“Send him my regards, as well.” 

“I shall. I only wish I knew what that whole business was about. 
Now, to our business....” 

“What, Colin? Oh, of course, of course, today’s tale. You are an 
insatiable one. But first — oh, my, this is excellent ham — first, would 
you be good enough to help me set the stage?” 

“I’m sorry?” 

“Colin, you know this comer of the dungeon quite well, do you 
not?” 

“Oh yes. Twenty paces wide, forty long, just enough distance to 
provide the appropriately sinister echo effect. Twenty-seven paces 
from the door to your pallet, with a bit of a turn at—” 

“Very good. Tell me, do you know the location of the three 
sconces set into the wall away from the door?” 

“The east wall? I haven’t lit those torches since the order three 
years ago....” 

The dry voice snorted. “Measures to reduce my mischief. As if I 
should be satisfied with this lot.” 

“Em, I believe I still recall where they are.” 

“What? Oh, oh, yes, the sconces. Would you be so good, Colin, as 
to walk directly toward the southernmost one.” 

“Walk—? What for?” 

“Trust me, Colin. You will require the cold touch of brass beneath 
your hand if you are to fully appreciate the tale I will spin for you 
this morning, which I call ‘The Sad History of the Nobleman’s Son 
and the Brazen Chatelaine.’” 

“And how late did you stay up devising this story, Ishmael?” The 
tread echoed off in the appropriate direction. “How many nights— 
By the gods!" This last exclamation was accompanied by the re- 
sounding crack of bone on stone. 

“Dear Jove, Colin, that sounded like a nasty fall. Are you hurt 
badly?” 

The response was snappish and gruff. “Who says I’m hurt at all?” 

“Tsk, tsk. If I needed any confirmation 
of the fact, the strain in your voice 
would do quite nicely. It tells me you are 
in pain as plainly as if you had spoken 
it outright. And that sharp cracking 

sound of a moment ago, combined with the fact that your voice is 
coming from about knee-level, would lead me to believe that you 
may have broken an ankle. Colin? No need to hold your tongue, my 
friend. Your silence speaks more eloquently than any words possi- 
bly could.” 

Indrawn breaths hissed with pain in the darkness. “There’s a hole 
here in the floor the size of an infant’s casket! I certainly don’t re- 
member this being here!” 

“An infant's casket! How very imaginative and descriptive! I had 
never supposed you so clever, my dear friend! What a delightful sur- 
prise!” 

“You mock me, Ishmael. I helped to bury poor Goodwife Miller’s 
tiny son not a fortnight past, in case you had forgotten.” Bitterness 
filled the voice. “And you must have known the hole was there. You 
directed me straight to it.” 

“Really? And how would you substantiate such an accusation? 
How could / have known of any hole in the floor?” 



“It was never there before.” 

“I don’t see how you can state that with such certainty, Colin. But 
wouldn’t it be wise to see about getting that ankle attended to?” 

“I see what you’re about, Ishmael.” There came a heavy sliding 
across the stones of the floor, and a grunt. “You’ve managed to get 
free of those shackles somehow. You want me to believe you’re 
locked up nice and tidily over there on your pallet, while in reality 
you’re free to rove about in the dark at your pleasure." 

“Is that so? I believe we have established on more occasions than 
one, dear Colin, that you are not a clever man. Then how is it that 
you peisist in spinning these elaborate little fantasies? Why, you 
seem almost to want to usurp my role as storyteller!” 

“You can’t escape from here, you know.” The slidings continued, 
and the voice receded in the darkness. “Mock me if you must, but 
even if you could wrest the key from me and get through that door, 
you could never pass the guards at the head of the stairs.” 

“I have no intention of escaping. Nor do you, obviously, or you 
would be groveling your way in the direction of the door, rather 
than following your current heading.” 

“I am heading for the door, you pompous ass— and I’m not likely 
to forget that this ‘groveling,’ as you call it, is your doing." 

“Ah, but are you certain of that? Are 
you certain of either point, Colin? First, 
that your sadly broken ankle is, in fact, 
my doing — in which case I must be free 
of my fetters in order to have carved that 

foot-deep hole out of the floor — or second, that you are really on a 
heading for the door, since you seem to be orienting yourself solely 
on the basis of the origin of my voice — with the assumption, of 
course, that I am still seated in my accustomed spot on the pallet” 
“I don’t need any voice to guide me.” The voice was curt, brusque. 
“I know where I am.” 

“Then you are wiser than the wisest man among us, who would 
never presume to claim such knowledge. And it therefore puzzles 
me greatly that you changed your course even as you spoke. This 
would seem to contradict your statement.” 

“You’ve moved , damn you, Ishmael! I can tell from the sound of 
your voice!” 

“I won’t deny it. But neither will I confirm it. Conversely, however, 
/ can tell from the sound of your voice that your ankle is not grow- 
ing any more well. In fact, I’d judge that you’re not doing it much 
good with your aimless wrigglings through the dark. Is it beginning 
to swell yet, do you think, Colin? Are the jagged ends of the bone 
sawing their way through tendons and ligaments with every des- 
perate move?” 

“Stand still!” 

“Really, Colin. The beginnings of panic?" The diy voice was suf- 
fused with condescension, with stem disapproval. “How very, very 
unbecoming of you. I would have expected better. Especially see- 
ing as I haven’t moved an inch.” 

The heavy, labored breathing gradually slowed, but still hitched 
in pain. “I’ve been your best friend these past five years, Ishmael — 
your only friend. Is this how you repay me for the extra rations at 
breakfast? For letting you stretch your legs when I used to cany the 
right key? For listening to your bloody stones eveiy day when I 
have other duties to attend to? I’ve endured reprimand after repri- 
mand for your sake, Ishmael. What more do you want from me? 
What sort of game are you playing?" 

“Steady on, Colin. Try not to cast about this way and that as you 
speak. You need feel no compulsion to address all four walls at 
once. I assure you that I exist in only one location at a time. And I 
fear that if you keep up this way, your ankle will never forgive you 
the punishment. I fear you may walk the remainder of your days 
with a limp.” 
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“Just answer my question!” A sharp rasp had entered the voice. 
“And for the love of God, keep yourself put!” 

“You know, Colin, you’re no great fool, but you certainly do lack 
that elusive spark we call imagination. Answer your own question, 
for heaven’s sake. Here we find ourselves, trapped together in a 
darkness from which you yourself say there is no possibility of es- 
cape — ” 

“None for you, you thankless bastard.” 

“Granted, none for me. That being so, what could I possibly gain 
from playing any sort of game?” 

“As you say, Ishmael, I haven’t the imagination to answer that.” 
“Do I detect a note of bitterness in your voice, my friend? A note 
of sarcasm, perhaps? Think on this. Why should I seek to throw off 
these fetters of mine when it gets me no closer to escape? What 
would ever drive me to such lengths, which would require that I 
shatter the bones of my own feet against the stones of the floor in 
order to slip them through their iron collars.” A rattle of chains pen- 
etrated the darkness. “What power would enable me to sit here per- 
fectly still for the perhaps close to a year necessary for my 
mishappen feet to mend, however imperfectly, and what unimag- 
inable compulsion could impel me to teach myself to walk upon 
those deformed lumps of flesh once the mending was complete, let 
alone teach myself to move about silently on these wet stones?” 
“God in heaven.” 

“Yes, Colin, I find it difficult to imagine it all myself— as it would 
also entail betraying none of this to you on your twice-daily visits 
to my little hell.” 

“Surely you haven’t — ” 

“ Nothing is sure in this world, Colin. 
This chamber was carved out of lime- 
stone, and the floor filled in afterward 
with broken rock and mortar to a depth 
of at least 18 inches. Surely I haven’t 

located a place where dripping water has eaten away at the stone 
and softened the mortal - ? Surely I couldn’t have managed to pry one 
of those stones loose from the floor? Surely I wouldn’t have per- 
sisted in such a mad task to the point that there now exists a hole — 
how did you put it? — the size of an infant’s casket in the floor? 
Surely I haven’t littered its bottom with my bloody fingernails, and 
I most surely have not retained any of those stones — particularly 
not for use as a weapon. ” 

“You’re mad, Ishmael. I hope you realize that I cany. . .both a dag- 
ger. . .and. . .a club.” This sentence was punctuated with short, pain- 
bom gasps of air. 

“How very nice for you, Colin. Yes, I would have to be mad to op- 
pose a man such as you with only stones in the darkness. And I 
would have to be especially mad to have gone to such trouble as I’ve 
described with no reasonable hope of escape, wouldn’t you say? 
By the way, you should know that I hear you inching your way to- 
ward the wall. I hope you realize that if I did happen to possess a 
cache of stones, those sounds of yours would lend me as clear a tar- 
get as if we stood under a noon-day sun.” 

“Then kill me and be done with it!” The breaths came hard, short, 
and fast. “Have your fun and get it over with!” 

“Oh, how you misjudge me, my friend. We have so much still to 
discuss. You really wouldn't want to miss out on it. Tell me, Colin, 
you’re not beginning to hyperventilate on me, are you?” 

“Of course. . .not. Don’t be. . .ridicul —Aaaaah!” 

The cry echoed away into silence. 

“Ishmael!” 

“Yes, Colin? Did something frighten you?" 

“You — you touched me! You touched my face!" 

“I don’t see how I could have, not seated all tire way over here 
with these bothersome fetters shackled ‘round my ankles.” The 



chains rattled once again. “No, I don’t accept that. I don't see how 
it would be possible.” 

“You lie! You crept... all the way... over here and you... you 
brnshed my face. . .with the back of your. . .your filthy hand!” 

“Shall we take a moment and calm ourselves down, Colin? Did 
you hear me move at all?” 

“No, I didn’t... didn’t bloody hear you... move, you... you 
bastard!” 

“You’re going to have to get that 
breathing under control, ray friend, or 
you’re liable to pass out right where 
you lay. Now think for a moment. / can 
hear you perfectly well when you move. 

If / were able to move, wouldn’t it be true that you’d be able to hear 
me as well as I hear you?” 

“I don’t believe that. . .for. . .for a moment!” 

“Don’t you? Do me a favor, Colin. Take a deep breath... let it 
out. . .and turn your head toward the sound of my voice.” 

“Go bugger yourself.” But the breathing slowed nonetheless. 
“I’m afraid I can’t quite visualize such an act, Colin. Perhaps you’d 
care to demonstrate it for me sometime?” 

“I’ll demonstrate my club dancing a jig on your skull.” 

“Colin, Colin, you’ve turned your head the wrong way. Toward the 
sound of my voice, I believe I said.” 

“You’ve gotten behind me!” 

“That’s ridiculous. Now, toward the sound of my voice.” 

“I'll do no such thing!” The sound of rough sliding began again. 
“Suit yourself. And if that’s the direction in which you’d really 
like to move, then certainly I won’t stop you.” 

“I’d like to see you try, anyway.” 

“Not just yet, Colin, not just quite yet. First I’m afraid I may have 
a bit of bad news for you.” 

“What — smashed all the bones in your hands to little bits and 
can’t feed your own flapping gob?” 

“Mnun, you’re getting better, I must admit. You’re certainly get- 
ting better. But no, I’m afraid it’s even worse than that.” 

“Do tell.” There came a grunt, and a vertical sort of slid- 
ing sound. 

“Yes, worse even than the fact that you’ve managed to prop your- 
self up against the wall on your one good leg, precisely opposite to 
the place you would most like to be.” 

“Oh, and where... where would that be?” This sentence was di- 
vided by a deep intake of breath. 

“I smell your sweat, Colin. Play brave for the moment, but your 
sweat is filled with the stink of fear. On a diagonal line, you are pre- 
cisely opposite the door to this chamber.” 

“Which would place you somewhere other than the pallet where 
you claim to be shackled.” 

“Take my word for it or not.” 

“I’ll take your word for nothing. ” 

“Easing your way along the wall now, are you? Try not 
to fall.” 

A sudden brassy clang rang through the darkness. 

“And watch your head on those sconces. Now take my word for 
this: your delectable wife Serena seems to have developed a fancy 
for that ogre of a butcher — what is his name? Oh, yes — Fat Jack 
Chesley.” 

“How could you claim to know such a thing?” 

“Oh, I assure you that I know this, Colin. I see it, even now. That 
brute Fat Jack and your deal - Serena are even at this moment en- 
gaged in a bit of an early-moming. . .pas de deux, shall we say?. . .on 
that ratty old cot he keeps in the room behind his shopfront. How 
it ever supports his weight. ..How Serena ever supports his 

Continued on page 87 
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Restoring a dead planet to life can take more than science and technology. 
Sometimes, even the best scientist must turn to the powers of darkness. 



The Canals 
of Mars 
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ANY YEARS LATER, AS HE TOUCHED THE ICE WALL, ROY CHADWICK 
was to remember the day his third grade teacher told him about 
the coming of the Ice Age. 

It had been right after recess when they did “science.” Sci- 
ence was Monday, Wednesday and every other Friday. Art was Tuesday, 



Thursday and non-science Fridays. The room smelled of the hot 
dust brought from the playground, most everyone was half 
asleep, and science was a dream and daydream entered into and 
escaped from. Mrs. Nunn’s somewhat droning voice tended to 
reinforce, rather than correct, this dreaming while awake. 

“...and the way we know it came about quickly was that sci- 
entists found a frozen mammoth in Russia. It was inside this 
glacier. It still had some daisies between its teeth, and when the 
scientists chipped out this mammoth — that’s a kind of an ele- 
phant, a kind of hairy elephant we don’t have anymore — those 
daisies were fresh, so the scientists knew that the Ice Age came 
quickly. In about two minutes. Can you imagine that, boys and 
girls? You’d be eating your lunch in the cafeteria and suddenly 
it would get very cold and you’d be frozen solid before you could 
even swallow your hot dog, and centuries later scientists would 
come along and chip you out.” 

Even though he had learned better science later, that was one 
of the last images that returned to him. 

When he was in high school, two events gave his life direc- 
tion — one in the realm of the psyche, and the other in the realm 
of Nature. 

In the realm of the psyche there was love. Love may sprout 
from the loins, but even in adolescence, it real's its questionable 
head in the soul. 

She had fiery red hair, wet brown eyes, and an OK complex- 
ion. Her name was Theresa Gates, and she sat two seats ahead 
and one seat over from him in geometry. She was a fearful sym- 
metry of living curves and angles he desired to bisect. 

(Unbeknownst to him, she considered him a hopeless nerd.) 

He began to woo her by helping her with her proofs. In ex- 
change for this service, he was offered kisses and veiy gentle 
short caresses. His imagination did the rest, projecting a series 
of images — from her giving herself to him in the vinyl-covered 
backseat of his cream-colored Dodge Dart to the eventual vine- 
covered cottage of their old (but still frisky) age. He bought her 



perfume for her birthday, the same scent he dutifully bought his 
mom at Christmas. 

It is a scientific fact that adolescent males do not think clearly 
when they are looking for a mate — all the blood rushes to their 
loins, and CAT scans show their brains wholly in blue (having 
only enough oxygen to keep from rotting). 

For the first (and only) time in his academic career, his grades 
began to slump. He became a perfect moon calf and even ven- 
tured to write love poetry. 

Temple of creamy skin and 
Holy wanton flesh to your 
Egotistic hidden depths I wish to 
Reach to find there the perfect pearl of 
Eternal sexual wisdom. My love 
Slowly fills all of known space 
Arriving with your name in nebulas unborn. 

Glory of my desire, you 

Ascend to the heavens a new Venus. 

To open the doors of your Temple in 
Evening, what cunning is needed? 

Smile upon me, 0 sea-foam bom. 

Screwing his courage to the max, he gave her the poem on the 
day before the day before the Christmas holiday. On the day be- 
fore the Christmas holiday, she gave him a letter in exchange. 

Dear Dork, 

As geometry is over, I don’t need you anymore. 

Kindly climb back into your hole. 

He suddenly saw 18 weeks of dreams die. For a moment after 
the bell, he couldn’t even move. How could she do this? How 
could the real world betray the perfection of his imagination? 
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His suicide attempt didn’t come until 
New Year’s Eve. Mom and Dad went to 
Dad’s boss’ New Year’s Eve party. Roy 
protested that he would be happy enough 
if he stayed home with his Compleat 
Sherlock Holmes, a Christmas present 
from Uncle Dan. Mom and Dad had seen 
nothing wrong (having long ago classified 
their son as an undecodeable message 
placed into their hands by a capricious 
Nature). 

Mom and Dad left about 7:00 for their 
annual night of license. At about 8:00, Roy 
opened the wooden cigar box which 
served as the medicine chest. He took all 
of his mother’s Librium, all of his father’s 
gout medicine, and a blister card full of 
Contac — and for good measure he drank two extra strong cups 
of coffee and a beer. At 9:00 he felt thoroughly sick. At 9:30 he 
threw up for the first time. By 10:00 the belladonna alkaloids (in 
those far-off days cold remedies were far more festive than in 
our gray era) were filling his vision with slow-crawling purple 
and green spectral snakes. Roy wondered why all the lights in 
the house began to strobe, so he turned out all the lights. At 
10:30 he cleaned up his vomit, put everything in order, and won- 
dered how long it would take him to die. 

At 11:11 exactly, the Devil appeared. He looked exactly like the 
school counselor, a middle-aged bear of a man with a crewcut 
and steel-gray eyes. If it were not for the fetid stench of burning 
sulphur, Roy would not have known it was the Devil. 

“Hello, Mr. Meraviglia,” said Roy. 

“I am not called Meraviglia. He is but a shadow of my reality. 
I am here because of your desire.” 

“My desire?” 

“You want perfection. You want to be perfectly satisfied. I can 
offer that.” 

“In exchange for my immortal soul, I suppose.” Roy was doing 
his best to sound jaded but in very truth was scared by the 
Devil's reply. 

“Yes.” 

“You’ll give me instant success with women?" 

“No. True happiness comes in small doses. True happiness 
comes from the feeling of resistance being overcome.” 

“So what’s the good?” 

“You know that you will finally be satisfied. The others never 
know.” 

“I don’t think I’ll ever be satisfied.” 

“Good. I appreciate a challenge. How about I give you a little 
more and a little more until you tell me you’re satisfied; what 
could be fairer than that?” There was something cold in his 
smile, outer space absolute zero cold. 

“Sure,” said Roy. “I’ll call the shots.” 

“I’a Cthulhu! I’a Sha’ton! So it is done.” 

“Tell me what you get out of this.” 

“I watch the changes you bring into the world. This is as close 
as the Management lets me get to Evil. I am part of that Power 
that always desires evil but achieves only good.” 

The Devil vanished, leaving only a trace of the smells of ab- 
solute desire and absolute sadness. 

At 12:01 exactly, Roy fell into a deeply drugged sleep. Happy 
New Year, Roy. 

T he event in the realm of Nature came at the end 
of the second week of February. A bright young man, 
who was the veiy picture of a “scientist” (if scientist 
is a positive virile word for you), brought an info- 
tainment road show to Roy’s high school. He came 
with a couple of thermoses full of liquid nitrogen. He gave a talk 
about the physics of the very cold, and among other miracles, he 



dipped a rose into the smoking liquid, and 
then he shattered the rose against the 
dusty stage. 

Roy turned and looked at the fear on 
Theresa’s face and he knew what he 
wanted to be. 

The next day during home room, he 
went down to Mr. Meraviglia’s office and 
told him that he wanted to be a scientist. 
Mr. Meraviglia said he would see what he 
could do, and Roy had better by God get 
those math grades up. 

So Roy took calculus and chemistry II 
in his senior year; and he graduated salu- 
tatorian. 

He went south to the humid and pol- 
luted city of Houston. He began a m^jor in 
chemical engineering at Rice University (which is the best and 
hardest place for CE), and he set up a physics minor. 

In his freshman year he got to sleep with Mai Lai, the Viet- 
namese teaching assistant; her mother had been a very expen- 
sive concubine in Saigon, and she knew some very spectacular 
tricks. Sex led to science and he proved to have a wonderful 
sense of what would be fruitful avenues. During the summer 
they co-authored what would later be considered a seminal 
paper on the physio-chemical activity of helium II. 

In his sophomore year he was the youngest genius invited to 
a (secret) NASA conference, a fairly frank talk about the ter- 
raforming of Mars. They talked about the problems (logistics) of 
keeping a large enough workforce there and the current use- 
lessness of robots. That night, as he took his accustomed walk 
in the thick Houston night, he conceived of a way, using very 
small replicating engines, to do the work. In dawn’s early light 
he drafted a letter to NASA which remained classified for 
three years, but his parents’ worries about financing his educa- 
tion vanished. 

In his junior year, he audited courses in circuits and material 
science. He began to design special cold lab machines that en- 
abled him to manipulate molecules suspended in a helium II 
bath. He also took on another lover, a 42-year-old professor from 
the English Department with beautiful red hair and wonderful 
breasts. She liked to be tied and whipped, and her creamy com- 
plexion bruised beautifully. He began to learn the advanced plea- 
sure of the observer who alters the observed to suit his will, thus 
mastering Heisenberg and Sade in a single act. 

In his senior year he began to make small engines which 
would run for several seconds in the low-entropy environment 
of helium II. He took up cardsharking, and found that he had 
phenomenal luck. He began to put together a gang. From 
Pasadena, Texas he recruited Fausto Gonzales, the best hacker 
in the Third Coast; from Pearland, Texas he recruited Arnold 
Izzi, a former official of the Texas Mafia, who knew all the best 
hidden retreats in Texas; from Sugarland he recruited Lawrence 
Vaughan, a banking specialist formerly employed in money-laun- 
dering schemes through the Cisalpine Bank. 

He spent the summer in a series of very expensive tax-free va- 
cations to some of the most beautiful spots in the world. He took 
his lovers along, and their toys. When he came back from this 
recreation, he burned with Vision. 

He began his Master’s work, to everyone’s surprise, in biology. 
He was fascinated by the self-replicating system. His name is 
generally unknown outside of the rather specialized field of vi- 
rology, but he was among the first to recognize the special RNA 
properties of the kuru slow virus. With his two or sometimes 
more women, he would often be seen working late into the 
night. He was a familial' figure on campus, his only distraction 
being the constant adoration of student groups, who would try 
to get him as a speaker— hoping to bottle his enthusiasm. As a 
demonstration of his Master’s thesis, he produced the world’s 



At 11:11 exactly, 
the Devil appeared. 
He looked exactly 
like the school 
counselor, 
a middle-aged man 
with a crewcut... 
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first synthetic vims. Unfortunately for the 
progress of mankind, this work was quick- 
ly classified. 

Maria Gryphona, a French student with 
whom he had formed a liaison, translated 
his work and sent it to a rather obscure 
French journal. Roy smiled, knowing that 
someday someone would find his work 
and cany it on. After all, he had many 
other things to do. 

The day after he was awarded his Mas- 
ter’s, Roy won the Publisher’s Central 
Clearinghouse Sweepstakes. He gave half 
of his winnings to Fausto as a college 
scholarship and let his ruthless economic 
gang multiply the other half four times 
within the year. 

His dissertation — of which you have probably read popular- 
ized versions — discussed the theoretical creation of the Chad- 
wick Ice-Engine. Although you’ve no doubt been bored silly by 
the device, I’ll recount its principles here. A Chadwick Ice-En- 
gine is a complex molecular array existing in a liquid helium 
flow. Cheating entropy in the same manner as a living organism, 
the Ice-Engine absorbs heat from the near-absolute zero envi- 
ronment. It uses the energy to replicate itself and perform sim- 
ple changes on its environment. As the helium II practically 
destroys anything it comes in contact with, those hyper-efficient 
engines weren’t good at much of anything except for purifying 
helium II by removing all contaminants and using said contam- 
inants as building blocks for more Ice-Engines. Roy proposed 
that these devices might work at much higher temperatures — 
say, that of water’s triple point. 

Since his ideas are well-accepted now, it may be hard for some 
of you to remember the derision and ridicule that first greeted 
them. Initially, Rice University was not going to grant him his 
Doctorate, but the application of financial grease seemed to 
loosen the clockwork mind of academia. Roy realized a degree 
would be necessary for his life plan. He was accumulating all 
the elements he needed: wealth, wisdom, recognition, power, 
and followers. 

R oy went into a period of seclusion following mis 
Ph.D. ceremony. Rumors were rife. Some said he had 
joined a foreign power; others that he was working 
on an invention that would revolutionize televi- 
sion/environmental cleaning/viral medicine; others 
that his fine mind (already rotted by the foolishness of the Ice- 
Engine) had finally gone. In Houston, it was widely rumored 
that he had been seen in the homeless colony near the North 
Main underpass. 

In reality he was making money. Lots of it. Most of it legally. 
The IRS made a few attempts to crack into his empire, but 
software and savvy defeated them (often at the source). 

During the Great Depression of the 21st centuiy, Roy emerged 
from seclusion to buy the decaying NASA facilities from the 
debt-ridden government. There was some public outcry from 
aging L-5 enthusiasts who, as they lay dying in urban cancer 
wards, had never forgiven the government for betraying the(ir) 
dream. 

Roy, surrounded by his harem, gave a dramatic press confer- 
ence from atop Mt. Everest. 

“I will,” he said, “give Mai's to Mankind.” 

The snows behind his throne turned suddenly to water and 
cascaded down the mountain as a sheet of living silver. The sig- 
nificance of this was not guessed by most. 

The first rocket was, of course, named the Heinlein. If the sci- 
ence fiction community had survived into the bleakness of the 
mid-21st centuiy, they would have seen Roy with his women, 
wealth, and science as the perfect Heinlein hero. It crashed— as 



it had been designed to do— in the Mars’ 
south polar region. Millions upon millions 
of Ice-Engines drifted like spores upon the 
frosty icecaps. They began to affect the 
crystallization patterns of the frost. Ice 
began welling up from the permafrost. Ice 
began assembling itself into great glaciers 
which, moving as rapidly as slime molds, 
began to tear great canyons in the red soil 
of Mars. Glaciers moved toward the equa- 
tor, cutting a series of longitudinal lines in 
the planet. 

The second rocket, the Buiroughs, 
landed two years later in the northern 
polar region. 

Soon glaciers were involved in a slow 
race from both poles. The Ice-Engines 
kept the glaciers frozen despite the growing heat of the Martian 
tropics. When the glaciers came within 5 degrees of the equator, 
the Ice-Engines ceased to function. As the glaciers melted into 
the canals, two things occurred. One, water vapor long trapped 
in the permafrost now re-entered the Martian atmosphere, bring- 
ing storms. Two, the shiny surface of water reflected heat back 
into the atmosphere, turning the Martian atmosphere into a 
great heat engine like its earthly counterpart. 

The next rockets, the Bradbui'i) and the Dick, brought a vari- 
ety of simple plants and insects from the Arctic. These began to 
flourish along the canals, and terraforming was born in earnest. 

After a decade, Roy decided to visit Mars himself. Taking the 
eldest of his two wives, he visited the small city near the equa- 
tor he had named Helium. 

In a royal reception, his employees named him Jeddak of Jed- 
daks, Warlord of Mars. He examined the biotech labs where herd 
animals were being produced to feed upon the soft lichens that 
would soon cover the planet. 

The next day he went north to see firsthand one of the glaci- 
ers of his creation. He went alone because he wanted to savor 
the moment by himself. He walked up to the advancing ice wall 
and touched it, and thought of Mrs. Nunn. He was so caught by 
the stream of memories that he didn’t pull his glove away from 
the ice wall. He could picture every detail of his third grade 
classroom. As he remembered her absurd stoiy about the Ice 
Age, he realized that (until this very day) that was the last day 
he had been truly happy. He’d had a great time playing outside, 
and now Mis. Nunn was explaining the mysteries of the universe 
to him, and in an hour he would be going home for graham 
crackers and milk. The universe had revolved around him and 
revealed itself to him like a lover. 

Today he was again happy. With years of search the universe 
had revealed itself to him, and with that knowledge he had ob- 
tained power. In his supreme happiness he failed to notice the 
growing cold through his right glove. God made a world and I 
made a world, he thought. But the Ice-Engines had been at- 
tracted by his warmth and they had frozen his hand to the ice 
wall. He tried to pull his hand away, but it stuck. 

There was a radio in his buggy, but the buggy was two meters 
away. It might have been two light-years. As the ice advanced up 
his arm, its speed of advancement increased in proportion to 
the square of the area it covered. This was the last equation he 
thought of clearly. 

After he was encased, the suit’s heating overloaded and shut 
off. When one freezes to death, there is a wonderful moment 
when you stop feeling the cold. When you have penetrated to the 
heart of ice and discovered a warm drowsy world. Everything 
felt very nice and his mind produced pictures in soft focus. 

He sat in front of the TV and waited for Mom to bring him the 
graham crackers and milk. He watched the Underdog show. Mom 
came in and, with only a little surprise, he noted Mom was Meph- 
istopheles, who thereupon took his soul directly to Hell. □ 



During the Great 
Depression of the 
21st century, Roy 
emerged to buy 
NASA from 
the debt-ridden 
government. 
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Dragon- 

masters’ 

dialogue 

Anne McCaffery interviews Michael Whelan 



A 

f cience fiction superstars Anne McCaffery and Mich- 
ael Whelan are bound together by more than their 
■ love of dragons. She, the best-selling creator of Pern, 

1 W and he, the illustrator who has garnered more Hugo 
Awards than any other SF artist, each took their first 
leap to the best-seller lists with the publication of the same 
book — her novel The White Dragon, for which he provided 
the cover art. McCaffery recently interviewed Whelan for the 
publication of his newest art collection, Dveamlight: Scenes 
and Visions, to be published by Bantam Spectra in Novem- 



Anne McCaffery: When did you first re- 
alize your doodles looked like real things? 

Michael Whelan: It’s difficult to say be- 
cause when I was very young my drawings 
may have looked just like I was envisioning 
to me without looking like much of anything 
to anyone else! I don’t remember a time 
when they didn ’t look enough like what my 
mind was seeing to encourage me to keep 
exploring and playing with it. 

AM: Was it a parent or teacher who first 
noticed your embryonic abilities? 



MW: Science fiction and fantasy became 
a part of my life very early on. For example, 
when I was five my mother heard me making 
a commotion in the back yard after some 
disagreement we had. She found me ham- 
mering boards together and drawing little 
dials on the inside of the contraption. In an- 
swer to her question about what I was doing, 
I replied, “I’m mad at you so I’m building a 
spaceship and going to Mars!” When I was 
eight, our family was packing up to move 
and my father overturned the living room 
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coffee table to discover a control panel for a 
spaceship drawn on the underside, complete 
with a viewscreen featuring a lunar land- 
scape! You see, in all the space movies I’d 
seen, the astronauts were reclining when 
they took off. I’ll bet my parents wondered 
why I spent so much time lying under the 
furniture and talking to myself! There’s no 
doubt in my mind that my parents were the 
first to be cognizant of my interest in draw- 
ing, if only by looking at that coffee table. 
Whether they thought it was worth anything 
is another story. 

AM: Were you parents and friends help- 
ful or hampering? 

MW: The greatest encouragements I got 
were from my father, my closest friends and 
a few terrific teachers. There’s no denying 
that my father’s work in the aerospace in- 














TOP LEFT: “Before I started work on the 
preliminary concepts for Anne 
McCaffery’s Weyrworld, I had a dream 
about this scene. Though I had some other 
good ideas, I always kept coming back to 
the one from my dream. ” 

ABOVE: “Destiny Road hadn’t been unit- 
ten at the time I painted the cover illus- 
tration, so I worked from sample chap- 
ters, Larry Niven’s detailed notes about 
the story, and in particular, his commen- 
taries on virtually every important aspect 
of the science and history of the planet. 
LEFT: “ The story of Paula Volsky’s Illusion 
is so large, and has so many tivists and 
turns, that it was an exceptional chal- 
lenge to find the right image to capture the 
feeling of the whole. As in past efforts, 
symbolism came to my rescue. ” 
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dustry had a major effect on my interest in 
science fiction art. In school I was always 
the one who could draw the best monsters, 
so it became a way to meet people and find 
friends. Our family moved around a lot and 
there was often a lag time between when we 
first moved to a new town and when I had a 
chance to make friends. Drawing gave me 
something to do to occupy myself during 
that lag time. By the way, this reminds me of 
Leonardo da Vinci’s advice to artists: draw 
and paint in the company of your peers as 
much as possible. The competitiveness and 
rivalry engendered will thus be a nudge into 
heightened efforts to do one’s best, for “you 
will be ashamed to be seen among the drafts- 
men if you are unskillful” and “healing your- 
self praised will increase your skill.” 

AM: How did you get started? Did you fall 
into the business the way I did? 

MW: It was all stubbornness, luck, hard 
work and paying attention, in various mea- 
sures. I was absentmindedly walking down 
a corridor at Art Center of the Rocky Moun- 
tain School of Art in Colorado when I hap- 
pened to see a notice for the San Diego 
Comic Con, inviting submissions to the con- 
vention’s art show. I spent a week or so mat- 
ting up some of my better pieces and went 
down to San Diego to put up the work. I 
couldn’t afford to stay for the convention, 
but when I went back to pick up my work I 
found, to my utter astonishment, that every- 
thing had sold. (Having everything priced 
under $15.00 might have had something to 
do with it.) Nevertheless, it was a vote of 
confidence that buoyed my spirits im- 
mensely. I also met someone there who of- 
fered to take some of my work to the World 
SF Convention in Washington the following 



LEFT: “I loved the book that preceded 
Robert Silverberg’s The New Springtime so 
much that I couldn’t wait to begin the art- 
work for its sequel. For awhile I cast 
about for ideas, but when I hit upon the 
use of a tree in the background as a sym- 
bol for the branching tree of evolution, I 
kneiv I had my image. ” 

ABOVE: “An opportunity to paint C. J. 
Gherryh's catlike Hani as in Chanur’s 
Breakout is always welcome. I think it’s 
because the changes in the personalities 
of the characters are so engaging, and the 
other aliens in the series are great. ” 
RIGHT: “Passage: The Avatar is the first of 
my passage series. The image came to me 
while experiencing a ‘leaking dream’ in a 
sensory depnvation float tank in New 
York City. ” 



month. I got some things together and asked 
her to make sure and enter the work in the 
professional category. I could think of no 
better way to gauge my chances for success 
against existing talents in the field. I was on 
pins and needles the whole time she was 
away. When I called after a few days to find 
out how things had gone, I was prepared for 
the worst. Instead, I learned that I had won 
fust place for SF Art-Professional in the art 
show. Those two events gave me enough 
confidence to send slides to two New York 
publishers. Donald Wolheim of DAW Books 
wrote back expressing an interest in my 
work. And the rest, as they say. ... 

AM: Is your favorite medium (acrylics, 
gouache, oil or airbrush, for example) some- 
thing you discovered for yourself? 

MW: When I was a young teenager I saved 
up my allowance and bought some oil 
paints. I remember the first time I opened 
them and the smell of the turpentine and lin- 
seed oil... it was all very mysterious and ex- 





citing for me. Later, at the Rocky Mountain 
School I became acquainted with the “ro- 
mance of the studio”: the smell of oil paint 
and old wood, turpentine and that gorgeous 
northern light illuminating it all. It was love 
at first sight. As my education progressed I 
became familiar with the other art media. 
Each had its own unique properties to be- 
guile me and I loved working in charcoal, 
pen and ink, pencil, and watercolor as well. 
Oils also competed for my attention and I 
didn’t really have a favorite. To this day I feel 
pulled in different directions between 
acrylics and oils. The best I can do is divide 
my output between the two types of paint 
and somehow find a happy medium (oops — 
sorry for that pun). 

AM: Do certain phrases bring immedi- 
ately to mind the cover you end up with? 

MW: Very rarely will a single plu'ase from 
a book inspire a cover approach for me. 
Doing a cover painting usually means at- 
tempting to distill the most significant as- 
pects of the book into a single image, trying 
to get the flavor of the whole experience in 
one picture. It is rare to find a specific scene 
or description that “says it all,” but in spite 
of the odds it does happen. Actually, a book 
that provided me with a key passage was 
your novel Moreta, which referred to a 
dragon named “Holith” and her rider, 



Moreta. The weariness of Moreta as she 
made her last spring into the air with Moreta 
on her back, a golden dragon leaping into the 
falling light of dusk, grabbed my imagination 
and wouldn’t let go. 

AM: How on earth do you manage to 
think of so many different dragon forms? 

MA: Well, that’s like asking how I can 
think of so many different people in the il- 
lustrations I’ve done. The dragons which ap- 
pear in the novels you have created are as 
different from the ones created by Melanie 
Rawn as one race of people are from an- 
other. I rather think thafcJto make the re- 
spective dragons look anything alike would 
be a disservice to the books and the author 
who visualized them. If there’s anything I dis- 
like it’s a book cover that has a “generic” 
feeling to it. For example, when an artist 
uses himself or the same model over and 
over again for a number of cover paintings, 
I find myself thinking, “How could the same 
person be both this character and that char- 
acter?" The same is true of dragons — they 
should be as different as the books are. Now, 
can I turn the tables for a minute and ask 
how you feel about some of the interpreta- 
tions your work has received from various 
artists? Do you feel that an artist is taking 
something that belongs to you when he re- 
alizes it in a visual form? 




AM: No, I don’t feel the artist is taking 
anything away from me as long as the resul- 
tant cover “illustrates” the book in some way 
or other. I’ve been lucky. Most have. Some- 
times, it enriches my own perception of 
what I am writing about, and in that, you 
have been nothing short of brilliant. Most of 
the time, I’m eager to see just what scene an 
artist/art director thinks would “sell” the 
novel. I’ll go along with most such interpre- 
tations. Sometimes I know that what is in the 
book that will entice readers to pull it off the 
shelf for a look-see. Sometimes I don’t It 
does help to discuss with the artist before 
he starts on his own arduous journey to a fin- 
ished product. And seeing the cover before 
the book is finished often allows me to put 
in a final twist to catch my readers. This hap- 
pened with the covers you did ion Renegade 
of Pem and AU the Weyrs of Pern. I do won- 
der, though, how many readers will compare 
the covers of The White Di-agon and All the 
Weyrs of Pem and see how much maturity 





you have added in the later illustration. 
That’s what got to me the most! But, to me, 
such perception on your part speaks vol- 
umes of your attention to detail and your 
sensitivity. You mentioned life forms as your 
center of interest. What other subjects, au- 
thors, or types of books do you like? 

MW: I like variety. Some books are at- 
tractive to me for their big themes, while 
others interest me for the visual way they 
are written, seeming to suggest a painting on 
every page. Although I would not allow my 
work to be used to encourage the sales of a 
book that was blatantly sexist or had a racist 
bias, I want to explore every avenue of the 
science fiction/fantasy genre. I imagine that 
will always include dragons, too! 

Reprinted from The Art of Michael Whel- 
an. Copyright © 1993 by Michael Whelan. 
Reprinted by permission of Bantam Books, 
a division of Bantam Doubleday Dell 
Publishing Grvup, Inc. All Righ ts Reserved. 



FAR LEFT: “I was probably clinically 
depressed when I painted Passage: The 
Red Step. By devoting my time to this 
personal project I found my way out of 
the hole. ” 

ABOVE: “On one level, Armenia is a reac- 
tion to the naive futurism underlying the 
pristine floating city’ cliche so often seen 
in SF art. I always wonder where the 
graffiti is, and the police and the litter, the 
garbage strikes and the other detritus of 
society as it is, and probably ever' will be. ” 
LEFT: “I became more and more enam- 
ored of the thought behind L’echelle. A 
story evolved that was good enough to 
generate at least another- painting or two. 

I coidd visualize the other works rising 
out of this one, then a book perhaps, even 
a movie, who knows!?" 
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Comics 

By Paul Di Filippo 



Hugo winner Alan Moore takes a 
genre-bending time warp back to 1963 . 



Alan Moore’s new 
series reads like an 
old friend. Homs, 
Egyptian god 
turned ‘60s super- 
hero is just one of 
the characters in 
this homage to old 
Marvel, Art by Rick 
Veitch and John 
Totleben. 




T hirty years on, i still remember the 

treachery and betrayal as if it were this 
morning’s bitter breakfast. My allowance 
was a dollar a week. Not one of these mod- 
em hyperinflated dollars, though. I’m talking about 
something that was capable of purchasing 20 nickel 
candy bars as big as Mickey Mantle’s bat, or five gallons 
of gas for the Rambler — 

Or 10 10-cent comic books. 

Had I chosen to spend my whole glorious monthly 
four dollars solely on comics, I could have bought a fair 
portion of everything being published back in those pre- 
historic times. Or at least everything that interested me, 
which, of course, were the superhero titles. (Somewhat 
shamefacedly, I also surreptitiously purchased the odd 
Hot Stuff or Mighty Mouse, comics I felt were too young 
for me, now that I was in the third grade.) 

Imagine the feeling, then, of walking into my local 
drugstore one day after school, ambling up to the rack 
of comics, and spotting one with a 12-CENT COVER 
PRICE! 

I blanked out. All of a sudden, my purchasing power 
had been cut by 20 percent. No matter how I feverishly 
ran over the twelves-table in my head, there was no way 
I could purchase more than eight comics for my dollar. 



For the first time, the hard lessons of economics hit 
home, as well as the fact that comics did not simply 
spontaneously appear but were actually conceived, ex- 
ecuted and marketed by real people with ulterior mo- 
tives such as profit (though I could not have phrased it 
all so coherently at the time). 

As I recall, I ran straight to my best friend and fellow 
comics afficionado Stephen with this awful news. To- 
gether, we worked out a plan to maximize our money. It 
was simple. There could be no more duplicate pur- 
chases. Each of us would have to specialize and share. 
I would buy all the DC titles. And Stephen would buy all 
the Marvels. 

Some primal imprinting and shock very much like 
mine can be the only explanation behind the new Alan 
Moore project, a limited series of books collectively ti- 
tled 1963, published by Image Comics. 

Only someone still carrying around intense memories 
of the love, hate, thrills and disappointments engen- 
dered by ‘60 comics — specifically, Marvel’s pioneering 
work at the turn of that decade — would be capable of 
investing as much thought, skill and effort as Moore has 
done into what is essentially a very long pastiche or par- 
ody of the early Marvel universe. 

Now, as a gent by the name of Nabokov (who is not 
otherwise connected with comics so far as I know) once 
said, “Satire is death, but parody is life.” And what 
Moore and his crafty crew of cheek-tonguing collabo- 
rators (Rick Veitch, Dave Gibbons, Don Simpson, Mar- 
vin Kilroy, Steve Bissette, Chester Brown and John 
Totleben) have done is to lovingly clothe in fresh four- 
color flesh the ghosts of that long-vanished era. 

The series — named after its putative year of origin — 
will consist when finished later this year of six regular- 
length comics and one “Double-Image 80-Page Giant 
Annual.” The first six titles are Mystei'y Incoiporated, 
The Fury, Tales of the Uncanny, Tales From Beyond, 
Homs, Lord of Light, and The Tomorrow Syndicate. 

The original Marvel characters being parodied in each 
instance are, respectively, the Fantastic Four, Spider- 
man, Captain America, Iron Man, the Hulk, Doctor 
Strange, Thor, and the Avengers, although plenty of cre- 
ative mixing among personalities has taken place also, 
providing some weird kicks. 

For instance: the Hulk figure retains his scientist men- 
tality in his altered form. The Spiderman character fights 
with weapons resembling Captain America’s shield. The 
Hypernaut, while reminiscent mainly of Iron Man, is 
equal parts the Watcher and Silver Surfer — perhaps 
even Doctor Doom. The villainous Red Skull has be- 
come the Red Brain. Nick Fury of S.H.I.E.L.D. is em- 
bodied right down to dangling cigar in Sky Solo, Lady 
from L.A.S.E.R. And Professor Falcon, Horus’s alter-ego, 
bears an uncanny resemblance to the Church of the Sub- 
genius’ “Bob.” 

But for the most part, the audacious auteurs remain 
faithful to the Marvel worldview. Every detail of the orig- 
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Cfje Magic primer 

Htszon 1: &natomp of tbe Cat* 



Name of Card: Each card 
has a unique name which is 
used to identify it in gaming 
and collecting circles. 



Illustration: High quality 
color art from over two dozen 
artists nationwide. Each 
artist's style broadens the set's 
diversity without destroying 
the overall unity of the series. 



Card Type: Cards are 
grouped by color for easy 
identification during play. 



Card Description: Provides 
special rules for each card, 
or adds descriptive elements 
to enhance game play. 



The minotours of the Hurloon mountains 
are known for their looe of battle. 

They are also celebrated for their 
hymns to the dead, sung for friend and 
foe alike. These hymns often lost for 
days as the minotaars fill the mountain 
volleys with their law haunting sounds. 



Playing Cost: Describes 
the price of bringing this 
card into play. 



Graphic Design: Great care 
has been taken in creating the 
visual effect of the cards. 
Each of the seven card types 
has a unique design, though 
they all share a similar three- 
dimensional appearance. 



Power and Toughness: 
Only creature cards have 
these stats. The numbers 
describe the offensive 
and defensive strengths 
of the creatures. 



(Zorrfinij s Svtrr>mei~! 

It's a fantasy card game 
It's a collectible trading card set 

It's Magic: The Gathering, the first in the Deckmaster series of collectible trading card games from 
Wizards of the Coast and Garfield Games. Magic: The Gathering is a fantasy game of epic propor- 
tions, featuring over 280 different cards. Some are fairly common, some uncommon, and some very 
rare. Every player has their own unique deck! Challenge your friends, build up a reputation, or 
participate in tournaments. Whatever you do, though, don't get complacent. There is always more to 
explore in Magic: The Gathering, and your opponent is never defeated until their last life point has 
been taken. TAT 

Wizards 

THE CHOICE IS SIMPLE. ic£, 

PO Box 707, Renton, WA 98057-0707, Phone: (206) 624-0933 “ 
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STHRTREK 
VULCAN HARP 




Now you can own a Vulcan Harp just like Mr. Spock's! 

A new musical instrument exquisitely handcrafted from gen- 
uine mahogany, rosewood and ash imported all the ray from 
Earth. Display it proudly and appreciate it’s stunning visual 
beauty; it’s graceful design and warm, rich wood tones. Anyone 
can play it, even if you’ve never played another musical instru- 
ment before. 

Each instrument is personally signed by Dominick Giovan- 
niello, who built Mr. Spock’s harp seen in “STAR TREK V; 
THE FINAL FRONTIER.” Sure to be a treasured possession, 
destined to become a priceless collectible. 

To order yours, send check or money order for $350.00 + 
$15.00 shipping and handling. (CA residents add l'A% sales 
tax). Layaway financing available. 

CREATIVE GUITAR STUDIO 
4757 ALLIED RD. 

SAN DIEGO, CA 92120 619-287-2083 
More information? Please call or write. 

® TM It © Paramounl Pictures. All rights rescrwrd. Star ltd is a registered trademark 
of Rsramount Pictures. Authorized user-Creative Guitar Studio. 



NOSTALGIC SCI-FI & 
HORROR ON VIDEO! 




Sinister Cinema ^ 



With over 1,000 shock-filled titles available, 
Sinister Cinema is truly the leading source for 
your favorite sci-fi and horror oldies on video. 
Just send $2.00 for our eye-popping catalogue, 
or receive it free when you order any of the 
following films at the low price of ... 

$16.95 mtE 

THE SADIST (1963) 

SHRIEK OF THE MUTILATED (1974, uncut) 

THE SINISTER URGE (1960) 

BLACK SUNDAY (1960, British version) 

THE GHOUL (1933) 

HORROR HOTEL (1960) 

SLAVES IN BONDAGE (1937) 

Pieose odd $2.05 per title for packaging, hondling, and 
postage. Specify VHS or Beta. Sorry, not available in PAL. Make 
checks or money orders payable to: 

Sinister Cinema 
P.O. Box 4369, dept. FC 
Medford, OR 97501 
Questions ??? Call us at 503-773 6860 
Visa & Mastercard Accepted 



inal artwork, every wacked-out nuance of 
the archetypical Stan Lee storylines has 
been deeply studied and internalized by the 
artists until they can replicate them at will. 
All the quirks and stylized gestures of the 
early Marvel books are on display here. (The 
two men who primarily lay down the antique 
visuals, Jack Kirby and Steven Ditko, both 
possessed such unique styles that the trib- 
utes are immediately recognizable. And any- 
one looking for a refresher course could 
easily check out Les Daniels’s Marvel: Five 
Fabulous Decades of the World’s Greatest 
Comics.) 

And the language. Pseudo-heroic story ti- 
tles, such as “When Wakes the Warbeast.” 
The Planet’s veision of “It’s clobberin’ time!”; 
“There’s a planet coming!” The doubletalk 
that Crystal Man (Mister Fantastic) uses on 
his companions to explain a mysterious in- 
truder. The constant flow of putdowns and 
smart-aleck humor the heroes can’t resist 
when battering their enemies. The tendency 
of characters to toss in a scientific fact or 
boast in the midst of battle, such as those 
Comrade Cockroach delivers to N-Man (the 
Hulk). The “poetic” diction in the speeches 
of Homs (Thor).... 

Add to this a panoply of throwaway refer- 
ences to past issues and offstage characters, 
and the effect is total immersion in a fully de- 
veloped universe both familiar and strange. 

So impeccable is the replication that in a 
hundred years time, collectors are going to 
have an awfully hard time distinguishing is- 
sues of 1963 from the originals. 

To say this much, though, is only to con- 
jure up visions of carbon-paper cutouts of 
classic characters waltzing through mere ex- 
ercises in nostalgia and diminishes Moore’s 
actual creativity in this case. It should be ob- 
vious that the man behind such multiplex 
and recursive classics as Watchmen (which 
won Moore a Hugo Award) will have more 
up his sleeve than mere re-creation. 

Moore and his capering cohorts intend to 
use 1963 to comment not only on the van- 
ished world of Kennedy’s Camelot — albeit a 
skewed 1963 — but also on our present, in 
the form of a fictional 1993, which will de- 
rive directly from their imaginary past. (This 
will be the province of the Giant Annual, 
which remains unavailable for comment at 
press time.) 

One of the most obvious topics of Moore’s 
pungent pen is the comics industry itself. 

You see, for this venture Alan Moore has 
become “Affable Al,” head of the “Sixty- 
Three Sweatshop” (read Marvel Bullpen). In 
his guise of alliterative egomaniac and 
shameless hustler, Moore rules his empire 
with an iron hand sheathed in tattered vel- 
vet. On the letters pages of his various zines 
and from the platform of “Al’s Amphithe- 
ater,” Moore abuses his impoverished slave- 
staff, insults his readers, tyrannizes his poor 
secretary and touts a seemingly endless flow 
of ‘63 merchandise, including other titles 
such as The Tombstone Kid and Dixie's 



Dates. (Recall that Marvel at this time also 
published Millie the Model and The Rawhide 
Kid.) When pushed to the wall by an annoy- 
ing letter, he swiftly changes the topic to 
inane typographical errors so that he can 
hand out an “Anti-Award” analogous to Mar- 
vel’s famous “No Prize.” 

And throughout the stories weave the pe- 
culiar concerns and attitudes of 1963, an era 
seemingly centuries distant from ours. The 
role of women, the fixation on “Commies,” 
the arcane powers of radiation, and the re- 
sponsibilities and privileges of “the Ameri- 
can century,” are all explored in depth. 

And when, in Book Three, Tales of the Un- 
canny, U.S.A. saves an iconic John F. 
Kennedy (accompanied by a dim-witted 
Jackie, of course) from assassination with 
the unasked-for help of a futuristic intruder 
who just might be the same masked archer 
who broke into Mystery Incorporated’s sanc- 
tum, we begin to see how significant 
changes in the 1963 universe are going to 
cascade into a veiy different 1993 than we 
inhabit.... □ 

Other Comics of Interest 

•Chris Claremont, spiritual leader of Mar- 
vel’s modem X-men, has returned to comics 
after a year’s sabbatical. Having shown us 
with his SF novels First Flight and 
Grounded! that he can deliver the goods 
without the aid of pictures, he has turned his 
hand to a new 12-part maxiseries, detailing 
the head-on collision between two of the 
movie’s most treacherous SF creatures. 
Aliens/Pi-edators: The Deadliest of the 
Species (Dark Horse, 32 pages, color, bi- 
monthly, $2.50) teams Claremont with artists 
Jackson Guice and John Beatty to take us to 
an Earth overrun by Aliens, where the only 
safety is high above the ravaged world 
aboard a skyliner, which provides the only 
sanctuary. But even that final haven is about 
to be violated, as two slimy screen favorites 
choose it as t he battleground where they will 
fight to the finish. 

•Adolph Hitler isn’t dead — he’s alive and 
well and living on Mars! That’s the theme of 
the latest installment of Michael T. Gilbert’s 
beloved cult creation in Mr. Monster vs. the 
Nazis From Mars (Atomeka, 48 pages, 
color, $4.95). Gilbert teams up with George 
Freeman in a tale in which Doc Steam dis- 
covers Hitler’s secret diary — and is amazed 
to find that the first entiy wasn’t made until 
May of 1946! The violent monster hunter 
t racks Hitler to Mai’s, where he does battle 
with hordes of goose-stepping Nazi Mar- 
tians, who are stealing Earth’s most beauti- 
ful women and devouring its men. Due to the 
graphic violence, Atomeka warns (keeping 
the tongue-in-cheek tone of their hero) that 
no copies “will be sold to any reader over the 
age of 90 or with a known heart condition.” 
Gilbert has been using the character of Mr. 
Monster to pay twisted homage to the ear- 
lier, simpler days of SF, and it is a joy to see 
him poke fun again at our pulp past. 





FLYING SAUCER TAKES OFF! 

New toy craze for the ’90s! 

This incredible safe, fun, and affordable 
toy is based on space age innovation. 
Suspends in the air without strings, 
wires, or motors. Our flying saucer will 
float, hover and fly with the mystical 
mind of its own and can be adjusted to 
the height that you select. 

Send $6.99 plus $2.00 S&H 
For night time fun, enhance your Leva- 
tron with glow-in-the-dark stickers ad- 
ding that real life UFO effect. $3.49 extra. 
Also available: Mystic flashing ball with 
light and sound activated by your touch. 
Send $4.99 plus $2.00 S&H 

Distributor Package $14.95 

Send your check or money order (US 
Funds only) to: 

PLANET ZENNDON 

Earth Station 

P.O. Box 7135 
Texarkana, TX 75505 

Home of The Honorable Alien Ross Perot. 




IN THE DARK 

Continued fwm page 73 

weight....” 

“Ishmael....” 

“The smell of slaughtered meat wafts all 
about them, mixing with the smell of their 
sweat — which only inflames the passion of 
our good friend the butcher.” 

“That you would stoop so low as to drag 
the good name of my wife into this....” The 
voice was an enraged hiss. “I should kill you 
for that.” 

“Then, pray, why don’t you?” 

“Because I see what you're trying to do.” 
“And what, my friend, would that be?” 
“You would love nothing better than for 
me to come at you, to step away from this 
wall, to lose my balance again. No offense, 
but I don’t believe you’re worth that.” 

“Then hear this, and know yourself for 
both a fool and a cuckold: I can see quite 
plainly that peculiar birthmark on your 
wife’s delightful ivory skin, placed where no 
eyes but yours and God’s should gaze upon 
it. And Fat Jack Chesley’s, of course.” 

“Liar!” 

“I hear the panic lurking below the surface 
of your voice, Colin. You’ve done an ad- 
mirable job of reining it in since it last be- 
trayed you— but I just wonder how much 
prodding it will take to bring it out again? Do 
you deny that Serena has such a birthmark, 
Colin? Would you like me to describe the 
shape of it to you? Or possibly to describe 
the way it moves beneath Fat Jack’s ungen- 
tle ministrations? Colin? Dear friend?” 

“You spied on her, you bastard!” There 
was strenuous breathing, and the sound of 
cloth sliding roughly across stone. “Before 
you were arrested! You spied on her at her 
bath!" 

“Did I, now? Shall I de- 
scribe the sounds of her 
ecstasy, Colin? My ances- 
tors came down from the 
North Countries, you see. 

The Sight has always run in our family. You 
remember the Sight. It figured quite promi- 
nently in that tale of mine you loved so 
dearly, ‘The Improbable Friendship of Jolly 
Roger and Sir Thomas More.’ Oh, yes, the 
Sight is real, Colin, and were it not for that 
blessed gift, I’d have gone mad in this dark- 
ness long ago. As it is, I spend my days gaz- 
ing down on the streets and the fields, the 
homes and the shops, of our humble little 
village. I watch the doings of our townsfolk, 
their comings and goings, their honor and 
their shame, their joys and their sorrows, 
and it is almost as if I walk among them 
again. Were it not for that blessed third eye, 
Colin, I would long since have surrendered 
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24th Century Battle Knife 5275 

24th Century Curved "Bat La" Sword 5150 
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Highlander II Sword 5350 

Highlander I Samurai Sword with 

Ivory Handle 5275 

Exact Replica Working Medical 

Scanner ST.NG 5120 
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Stimulator ST.NG 5 85 

Exact Replica Working Tricorder ST.NG $350 

Data's Sub-Processor Working 

Electronic I lead Piece ST.NG S200 

Original Hallmark Star Trek Enterprise 

Ornament 5250 

STNC Hang on the Wall light paneLs with 

Color Eng, Sci, Medical & Tactical Displays 5175 

Electric and Battery operated 
Highlander III "The Magician" Quickening 

Sterling Silver Sword 5275 

(movie release date Spring 1944) 

Gordie's Engineering Pad 

w/built-in Calculator $ 90 

Exact Replica ST.NG Working Phaser $125 

Exact Working Replica of BattleStar 

Galactica Helmet 5500 

Exact Working Replica of Terminator Hand/ 

Arm/Fingers (only 1 avail) 51200 

Cling on Steel Belt Buckles 
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Call for shipping prices. Make all checks payable to: 

Video Memories 
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my mind to this black hell.” 

“If this is true, then why ask me the news 
of the village every day? Eh?” 

“To confirm that the scenes I gaze upon 
are true! Don’t you see, you cursed blind 
fool? Don't you see?” 

“I see nothing, Ishmael! You’re a story- 
teller! That’s all you’re telling, it’s another 
one of your bloody stones!” 

“I am a teacher, Colin! I have always been 
a teacher first and a storyteller second! Gods 
above, can no one in this cursed duchy grasp 
that simple fact?” 

“Ishmael, you—” 

“Silence! Do you know 
the scenes I am most com- 
pelled to gaze upon in my 
misery, Colin? Do you? I 
gaze upon the grounds of 

the castle! I gaze upon the green lawns and 
the cool gardens and the stone benches 
where once I sat and taught the children of 
the duke himself! He entrusted me with the 
educat ion of his children, Colin — with their 
alphabets and their adding-tables and their 
addled little brains — and I in turn entrusted 
him with a secret which I risked all my 
standing and position to relate! I risked it be- 
cause it was true, and the truth is the only 
thing in this world which has ever been of 
any importance! 

“I still gaze down upon that foul labyrinth 
of shrubbery in which I fust chanced to spy 
the duchess., .and the captain of the guard. . . 
in flagrante delicto, as they say. Still I follow 
the twists and green turns of those hedges 
to the center of the maze, to the accuised, 
inviting bower there at its heart. ...” 

“I should not hear this, Ishmael....” 

“You shall hear this! You cannot cover 
your eyes in the darkness! Do you know that 
the duke refused to see, even as you refuse 
to see? Even as I am not allowed to see? Sur- 
rounded only by light, and you both refuse to 
see! You all refuse to see! Here is Ishmael, 
the disinherited son! I am not a storyteller, 
Colin! I am, a teacher-!” 

This assertion reverberated into silence. 
Quiet and dangerous, a voice broke the 
stillness. “Perhaps you should not seek to 
teach men lies about their own wives. ” 

A sudden loud crack resounded in the 
darkness, followed by a ringing clatter 
across the stones of the floor. 

“Had your dagger out did you, Colin? 
Good luck finding it now. I’ll teach you about 
your beloved wife. Oh yes, there is much I 
can teach you about the winsome and 
welcoming Serena.” 

“You struck me, you bloody bastard.” The 
voice was nearly inaudible, lost in wonder. 
“You struck my face. Why, you. . .” 

“I will teach you what the butcher has 
learned, what the baker has learned, what 



the thrice-damned candlestick maker has 
learned. I will open your eyes, Colin. You are 
far too trusting, and I will teach you to trust 
no longer. I am a teacher, my friend. My life 
is worth living only when there is a lesson to 
impart, and the sole remaining lesson I have 
to share with you today concerns the com- 
plete. . .and utter. . .folly. . .of. ..trust!” 
Another sharp crack, like a shot in the 
darkness. 

"Bastard!” Two quick metallic footsteps 
sounded, only to be followed by a cry of pain 
and a heavy crash. 

“Forgot about that ankle for a moment, 
did you, Colin? Now roll over! Roll over, you 
worthless sack of dung!” 

“Get off me, you—” 

“Do you feel this below your eye? Do 
you?” 

“For the love of God, Ishmael, let me up!" 
“Ah, it seems this dagger of yours has 
turned out to serve a useful purpose after all. 
Better than letting it rust in the dampness, 
don’t you think?” 

“What are you doing? What are you 
doing?” 

“Nothing... yet. And if you will only coop- 
erate, I will need do nothing. We shall recite 
your lessons now, Colin. You will repeat 
after me precisely what I say, and we will re- 
peat these lessons until you know them by 
heart. Do you understand? Won't this be 
amusing?” 

“Don 't take my eyes please in the name of 
God don’t take my—" 

“Hold still and get a 
grip on yourself or there 
may be an unfortunate 
accident. You are certainly 
the least clever pupil I 

have ever had the misfortune to keep in my 
charge. Now, are we ready? After me, then: 
“There is no power on earth I may safely 
trust, not even my own.” 

"Ishmael, for the love of—” 

“Colin...” 

“No more no more no more no more no — ” 
“It’s only a small cut at the side of your 
nose. Merely a bit of incentive. Now let’s try 
this again: There is no power on earth....”’ 
"‘There is no bloody power - on earth. ..."’ 
‘“...I may safely trust, not even my own.’” 
‘‘‘...I may safely trust, not even my 
own. 

“Very good— though this might be easier if 
you try to relax a little. Good. Now, second: 
‘I may never trust any person in authority, 
for authority cripples the mind and cankers 
the soul.’” 

“7 may nev — ’” A deep, shuddering breath 
was taken. “I may never trust any person 
in.. .in authority, for authority....”’ 
“‘...cripples the mind and cankers the 
soul.’” 






“‘...cripples the mind and... and ...and 
cankers the soul.’” 

“Very, very good, Colin. You may just turn 
out to be a successful student after all. Now, 
third: ‘I may never trust the fairer sex, par- 
ticularly when bearing a birthmark shaped 
to resemble — ’” 

"Enough!" 

There followed a quick whisk of air, a 
sickening crunch, and a hoarse cry of out- 
rage and pain. Metal clattered upon stone. 
“Gods, Colin, you — !” 

“Ha! You left one out, Ishmael: ‘I may 
never trust a student with a club’!” The voice 
cackled with harsh laughter. “Hope your 
wrist will forgive you..” 

“You’ve sewn it up for yourself now!” 
Footsteps stumbled drunkenly backward 
across the stones. “I can move like a ghost in 
this darkness, Cohn! I'll take you apart piece 
by piece! I’ll do it at my leisure! You’ll never 
know ichat direction — ” 

This sentence ended with the resounding 
crack of bone on stone. 

“Dear Jove, Ishmael, that sounded like a 
nasty fall!” The voice cackled wildly. “Are 
you hurt badly?” 

“You... you...” These moans degenerated 
into torturous gaspings for air. 

The rough sliding sound 
of earlier resumed, punc- 
tuated at times by mad 
giggles. It proceeded to 
the wall and then turned 

left, angling left twice more as it reached 
comers in the walls. A rusty scrape followed 
shortly, metal ground harshly against metal, 
and the bolt of the lock shot back with the 
sound of a musket being fired in a small 
room. The door creaked as resonantly as if 
it opened into the throat of some monstrous 
bullfrog. 

“The saddest part of this all, Ishmael, is 
that you were scheduled for release this 
week.” The giggles ceased, and the voice 
was filled with a sudden deep weariness. “I 
wasn’t supposed to tell you that, but....” 
There was a heavy rustling of fabric, and 
then the door slammed shut. 

“You lie, Colin.” The diy voice was weak 
and reedy but gained strength rapidly. “Any 
child could see through such a transparent 
fabrication. It’s a story, it’s a story, it’s only a 
funny story!" 

A tired, muffled voice found its way back 
through the door. 

“You know me, Ishmael. I’m not clever 
enough to make up stories.” 

“Colin! Colin! Come back here, Colin!... 
Colin?” 

But the only answer forthcoming, steady 
as the beating of a heart, ceaseless as the 
motion of the stars, was the incessant drip! 
drip! of limewater on stone. □ 
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.w / €/ourney into the incredible fan- 

tasy film world of legendary special 
effects wizard Ray Harryhausen. For over 
40 years his cinematic wonders and mastery of 
stop motion animation have enchanted both children and adults. 
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Games 

By Eric T. Baker 



The worlds of Williams and Effinger 
come alive in Cyberpunk 2020. 




Cyberpunk 2020 
details a gritty 
future that’s a great 
place to visit, but 
you wouldn't want 
to live there. Art by 
Doug Anderson. 



I N THE BEGINNING WAS THE FICTION, QUICKLY FOL- 
lowed by the games, which themselves soon 
spawned sequels, second editions, and numer- 
ous spin-off modules. William Gibson’s Neuro- 
mancer, the 1984 novel that founded the cyberpunk 
movement and won its author the Hugo, Nebula and 
Philip K. Dick awards, not only inspired a literaiy move- 
ment, but also a new genre in role-playing games. 
FASA’S Shadowrun, BTRC’S Space Time, R. Talsorian’s 
Cybeipunk, and many others were all published so that 
gamers could play in a Gibsonesque mythos. 

Of that first generation of games, Cybeipunk 2020: 
the Role-playing Game of the Dark Future, was the 
closest to the fiction itself. Recently the Cybeipunk cre- 
ators issued licensed source books for playing in the 
gritty worlds of George Alec Effinger’s When Gravity 
Fails and Walter John Williams’ Hardwired. Now Cy- 
beipunk has released the second edition of its core man- 
ual, trying to improve on their original hit. 

But before we get into the game itself, a little back- 
ground is in order to put things into perspective. 

Gamers endlessly debate which was the first role- 
playing game in much the same way that science fiction 
fans debate which was the first science fiction book, but 
the genre as it exists today can be traced directly to Gary 
Gygax’s Dungeons and Dragons, first issued in the mid- 
seventies. In what by now has become the easily recog- 
nizable format of a thousand video and computer games 
but was an innovation at the time, D&D players adopted 
the roles of heros who journeyed into dungeons where 
they beat up monsters to gain experience and magic so 
they could beat up bigger monsters to gain more expe- 



rience and better magic so they could beat up... well, 
you get the idea. The point is that the player’s characters 
were defined by what “class” they were (fighter, magic- 
user, thief) and by what sort of loot they carried, rather 
than character. 

From the beginning, this was not enough for many 
people. To these gamers, “role-playing” came to mean 
not endless rounds of dice-rolling and monster-slaying, 
but playing out the fives of their characters. Like read- 
ers or actors, these gamers wanted their characters to 
love, hate, grow and evolve. Inevitably, these players de- 
cided to write games of their own. Chivalry and Sorcery 
was the first to seriously challenge D&D commercially. 
In these games, a character’s origins and goals defined 
who he was more than the number of ores he had slain. 

Cybeipunk (by Mike Pondsmith, Colin Fish, Will 
Moss, Scott Ruggels, and Dave Friedland, R. Talsorian 
Games Inc., 1993, 254 pp.,softcover, $20.00), is a game 
from this latter, rich tradition. You get 24 pages into the 
book before you need to pick up any dice. The rules 
begin with two essays on the meaning of being a cyber- 
punk. These are not mere summaries of the rules or out- 
lines of the world. They are an attempt to put players in 
the right mindset for adventuring in “The Dark Future.” 

Following these essays are the descriptions of the 
character classes. There are nine — rockerboys, solos, 
netrunners, techies, medias, cops, corporates, fixers, 
and nomads— each with its own two-page spread con- 
sisting of an essay about the class, complete with a 
drawing of and a quote from a typical representative. 
This format for introducing character classes has be- 
come common in the industry, but the difference here is 
that Cybeipunk doesn’t include a typical set of statis- 
tics for each class in their write-ups. The players are 
made to think about what it would feel like to be one of 
these characters long before they are allowed to wonder 
how many weapon skills they should buy. 

After the players have picked a character class and 
assigned their character’s statistics, such as intelligence, 
reflexes, cool, technical ability, luck, attractiveness, 
movement allowance, empathy, and body type, they 
move on to the Lifepath section. This is a series of tables 
that allow the player to roll up (or choose) their origins, 
style of dress, family background, and motivations. The 
next set of tables takes them through the important fife 
events that occurred to them from the time they were 16 
until the beginning of the game. 

When my friends and I sat down to play Cybeipunk, 
this last section was the one we ei\joyed most. The die 
rolls generated events that we might not have chosen 
for the characters ourselves, but the descriptions were 
broad enough that we could weave them into our own 
visions. For instance, we discovered that at age 19, one 
character managed to anger someone in a multinational 
corporation. The dice decreed that the character de- 
cided to fight back. At age 20, the character spent sLx 
months in jail. From the results of these three die rolls, 
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the player put together an elaborate history 
of failed blackmail, quixotic revenge, and an 
effective frame-up. Given this history, my 
friend decided that one of the personality 
traits of liis character would be to do his best 
not to rim afoul of the big corporations. 

With a profession, a history, and vital sta- 
tistics in hand, the players are ready to buy 
skills, gear, cybernetics, and netrunning 
paraphernalia. It is about here that we began 
to wish that the designers had spent a little 
less time on “role-playing” and a little more 
on mechanics. We purchased skills without 
any trouble, figured out our starting money, 
and bought some guns and gear, but then we 
got stuck when we turned to the section on 
cybernetic implants. 

The cyberwear section makes it clear that 
in the future, everyone will be modified and 
implanted in one way or another, if not to do 
their job, at least to be in style. But how 
much cyberwear does a beginning character 
get to have? As nearly as we can tell, he gets 
as much as he can afford with his beginning 
cash. We think. Cyberwear is in a different 
section from the other equipment, and there 
is no statement in the rules that explicitly 
states when and how much to buy initially. 

This would not be a big flaw in the game 
except that it turned out to be part of a pat- 
tern. The heart of any cyberpunk genre game 
is net-running, becoming a computer cow- 
boy, and getting on the Net like Gibson’s 
hacker protagonists. What sort of deck do 
you begin with and what program do you get 
to run on it? Again, the answer seems to be 
whatever you can afford, but there is no line 
in the text to this effect. 

The more we played Cyberpunk, the more 
these little omissions began to bother us. 
Take leaping and falling, two common past- 
times for active characters in an adventure 
game. There is a rule for how far you can 
jump (with a running start), but not for how 
high (or without a running start). There is a 
rule for how much damage cars take when 
they run into something, but not for how 
much damage the characters take when they 
fall from something (or jump from a moving 
subway car like we did). 

Overall, Cybei'punk has the right inten- 
tions, but its mechanics and structure could 
use some further refinement. 

Some of that work is attempted by SF 
writer Walter Jon Williams in the source 
book Hardwired, (R. Talsorian Games Inc., 
1989, 78 pp., softcover, $12.00), based on his 
popular 1986 novel of the same name. 
Williams is a game designer himself (he 
wrote Privateers & Gentlemen for Fantasy 
Games Unlimited, the same people who, 
oddly enough, published Chivalry and Sor- 
cery), and while his supplement is supposed 
to give the background necessary to adven- 
ture in the gritty world of his Hardwired 
novels, he actually spends most of it rewrit- 
ing Cybeipunk's combat, drug, and netrun- 
ning rules. 

Though novelist George Alec Effinger 
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didn’t write his own supplement to the 
source book adaptation of his When Gravity 
Fails mythos, David Ackerman, William 
Moss, Chris Williams, and Chris Nockabout 
did him proud on a very difficult world to 
portray. When Gravity Fails (R. Talsorian 
Games Inc., 1992, 101 pp., softcover, $12.00) 
is set in Budaycon, an imaginary city in a cy- 
berpunk Middle East. Imagine Casablanca 
meets Blade Runner and you have an idea of 
the task facing the designers. Not only did 
they have to explicate three centuries of fu- 
ture history, but also 2000 years of Arab cul- 
ture. For the most part, they succeeded 
beautifully. 

I was casually enjoying this supplement, 
but when I got to the four pages of Arabic 
words and proverbs, I decided I really liked 
this resource. And once I read the adventure 
included in the back, I fell in love. 

The goal of Cyberpunk and its add-ons is 
not that the players be able to duplicate the 
actions of the Gibson’s (or Williams’ or Effin- 
ger’s) characters with mathematical preci- 
sion. The game’s goal is that the players be 
able to assume the mind-set of those au- 
thor’s visions and hold it for an evening of 
adventure. In this, I think it succeeds. If the 
dark future beckons you, then Cyberpunk 
can get you there. □ 



Recent and Recommended Games 

•Move over Robin Hood, here comes Eric 
the Unready (Legend Entertainment, IBM 
PC/compatibles, MSRP $59.95), ready to 
prove that though chivalry may be dead, 
comedy isn’t. Game designer Bob Bates was 
the winner of the 1991 Game Player’s PC Ex- 
cellence Award for his last release, Time- 
quest. After establishing his reputation by 
impaling his instructor during jousting class, 
Eric must go on a hilarious quest to rescue 
the beautiful Princess Lorealle from the 
clutches of the evil Queen Morgana and her 
lover, Sir Pectoral. Our hero, the knight in 
not-so-shining armor, must wander his 
donut-shaped world of Toms, visiting the 
Not So Great Underground Kingdom, and 
meeting dragons, dwarves, wizards and uni- 
corns, as well as the fearsome Attack Tur- 
tles. If you’re lucky, you’ll be able to visit the 
dwarves’ amusement park, where you’ll go 
bungee-jumping from atop the iron-spoked 
Ferrous Wheel. Fans of Terry Pratchett, 
Douglas Adams and Piers Anthony will 
enjoy the zaniness of this game, which in- 
cludes spoofs of everything from Da vid Lel- 
terman and Saturday Night Live to Monty 
Python and Star Trek. Few computer games 
bother to display a sense of humor, so 
though Eric may be unready, game players 
won’t be. 

•Following up on their successful launch 
of the second edition of the Shadoivrun cy- 
berfantasy role-playing game (which we told 
you about in detail in our May issue), FASA 
Corporation has introduced two new re- 
source guides to expand the action. 

Dark Angel ($8.00, 72 pages) contains a 
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He's 30, folks ... 
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world? 
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complete miniadventure compatible with 
the rules of either their first or second edi- 
tion. In this future world where elves, ores 
and trolls wander with humans in decaying 
cyberpunk cities, Jim Crull— the Dark 
Angel — is a rebel elf with a cause. Crull’s 
brother wants to work his way up the yakuza 
ladder but can’t get his brother Jim to play 
along. The singing elf would rather write bal- 
lads, poking fun at the criminal group, which 
is not made up of kindly critics. Crisis ensues 
when the Dark Angel discovers that he’s just 
written music worth dying for; the adventure 
is keeping him and his friends alive. 

Paranormal Animals of Europe ($18.00, 
168 pages) is a field guide to grotesque crea- 
tures of the mythic past who have come 
back to walk the streets of Europe in the 
year 2054. This volume is designed to give 
games-masters even more ammunition to 
liven up their scripts. Over 100 illustrations 
will get you familiar with the natures and 
powers of such creatures as the Hydra 
Wyrm, an aquatic lizard with nine necks and 
heads, and the Wyrd Mantis, an insect the 
size of a human, as well as a host of gar- 
goyles and minotaurs. 

•In Underground (Mayfair Games), role- 
players will take on the parts of super-pow- 
ered soldiers returning from a conflict in 
Paraguay in the year 2021 that dragged in the 
United States, China, and every major su- 
perpower and international corporation. 
With your tour of duty over, you’ll return to 
an urban war that threatens to bring this 
country down — unless you choose to do 
something about it. With your “boosted” ge- 
netic powers, derived from technology 
found aboard a crashed alien space pod, you 
can decide to join the Underground that 
wants to set America back on course, either 
by becoming a vigilante patrolling the deadly 
streets, or toppling a corrupt government. 

Game Designer Ray Winniger has done 
more than come up with a winning new role- 
playing game — he also has devised a new 
reader-friendly method of presenting infor- 
mation that allows for easy learning and 
quick access to resources. On either side of 
the main text are columns that synopsize 
that text and add background and color. Ad- 
ditionally, Winniger has written the clearest 
explanation of the how and why of role- 
playing games, from leading you through 
character design to the use of powers and 
the interactions with other players. It’s one 
of the few RPG games I’ve seen with which 
a beginner would feel comfortable. 

Underground provides a fully realized 
world, in which, for example, the year 2012 
brings us a Daryl Gates presidency — with 
Rush Limbaugh as Vice President! Then 
there’s Tastee Ghoul, the fast food restaurant 
chain for cannibals, because in this future, 
you can grant your estate the right to sell 
your corpse for use as food. Tidbits like 
these make Underground more than just an 
intriguing gamer’s guide, but also a fascinat- 
ing history of an unpleasant future. 
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REVERSAL 

Continued from page 43 

tended his arms before him until they grazed 
the bin. He pulled himself round it and into 
the narrow space separating it from the wall. 
In an agony of haste, Benko squeezed 
painfully to the bottom of the gap, holding 
his breath as the steps entered the room. 

The treading figure advanced without hes- 
itation, as though to pass through the far 
door and out. It strode heavily to the side of 
the bin and stopped. Benko had time only 
for a second of pure absence of thought be- 
fore it grabbed him by the neck, pulled him 
out and bore him away, unimpeded by the 
darkness or his screams. 

T hrough darkness he was 
dragged, and in darkness he re- 
mained. His captor took no no- 
tice of Benko’s resistance, 
holding him tightly round the 
chest imtil his thrashings of blind panic had 
exhausted themselves. Panting in ragged 
sobs, Benko clutched at the arm gripping 
him and found it heavily gloved. Slowly he 
ran his fingers up its length, and discovered 
that his abductor was wearing a standard 
space suit, with the smooth globe of the 
helmet in place. The figure moved through 
the darkness without pause, its boots— evi- 
dently faintly magnetized— clumping upon 
the deck as though walking in normal gravity. 

Benko had lost all sense of direction in the 
first succession of invisible turns and had no 
idea where he was. Occasional echoes be- 
spoke passage through some large space, 
and once an oily breeze touched his nostrils. 

Abruptly the figure stopped, and Benko 
felt himself being flung through the air. He 
struck something thin and resilient, which 
proved to be a wall of string netting. The 
sound of steps were clumping away from 
him. Benko tensed and leaped and immedi- 
ately struck another wall of netting. It took 
only seconds to determine that he was in- 
side an enclosed cube, perhaps four meters 
on a side. 

An interminable period began. Occasion- 
ally something brushed Benko’s legs, and he 
would discover a package from his food 
cache floating beside him. No sound of ap- 
proach or retreat was ever heard. Without 
access to toilets, Benko used the empty 
bags, tying their necks and setting them 
adrift; soon they were gone from the cube. 

He decided that his captors had infrared 
goggles and assumed that he was often being 
watched. Sometimes he would call out to 
them to ask why he was being treated thus 
or, later, simply for some form of response. 
Nothing returned but the echo of his voice. 

Ten times Benko slept, although he could 
not tell whether he was holding to diurnal 
rhythms in his lassitude and darkness. For a 
time he worked his way slowly across the 
six faces of his enclosure, thrusting his 



wrists through the net loops and straining to 
feel something beyond. Later he tried run- 
ning his fingers along every stitch of the 
mesh, hoping to find the opening or a loose 
thread. The effort of maintaining his bear- 
ings in the referenceless dark exhausted him 
and he found nothing. 

For long periods he would ponder the 
identity of Iris keepers, sifting his grains of 
evidence over and over again. The likelihood 
that they were an undisclosed work crew 
seemed to wither in the face of his treatment; 
as his long night drew on without remission, 
Benko began to recall stories from child- 
hood about the secret masters of the ship, 
who governed from hidden quarters (where 
easier to hide than in a mountain?) from 
which they ventured only at night. Resisting 
such fancies, he nevertheless found himself 
reflecting on the impossibility of concealing 
anything in the crowded capsules and on the 
insanity, inconceivable to the society he 
knew, of being treated like this. 

Sometimes he would break down and 
start sobbing, hooking fingers through the 
mesh as he curled against its wavering so- 
lidity. He would shout out suddenly for Ng, 
then listen for an answering call in a distant 
chamber. None came, and the flat echo of his 
voice suggested no presence in the immedi- 
ate spaces beyond. 

He began to wet himself while asleep. At 
times the nudge of a packet would rouse him 
from some reverie he later realized was 
deeply irrational. Once he woke up raven- 
ous and found himself being gently pelted by 
bits of food and shredded packet. He had no 
recollection of what he had done. 

One day — or night, or morning — he was 
moved to brief awareness when his foot 
brushed one wall of the cube earlier than his 
subconscious suggested his steady drift 
from side to side should dictate. Idly he 
flexed his foot and kicked gently away, only 
to bounce against the opposite side almost 
immediately. In sudden panic he flailed in 
the dark, wondering at his loss of bearings, 
when the two sides closed up on him like a 
trawler’s net. 

He shouted and thrashed and felt himself 
being towed. Blindly he reached through the 
mesh, grabbing at nothing. His hip brushed 
a solid surface — door frame or wall — for a 
second, but he snatched after it too late. 

“Hello, Ng?” he called, thinking that he 
might be passing within hearing of his com- 
panion. The tug on the net did not slacken, 
and nothing touched him. Benko grabbed 
handfuls of netting, hoping to pull himself 
toward the force dragging him, but he was 
too tangled and managed only to tug himself 
into a tighter ball. 

Unexpectedly the pull ceased, and Benko 
found himself drifting in his twist of netting, 
in open darkness no different from what had 
preceded it. He thought of saying something, 
but couldn’t think what. For seconds or min- 
utes without measure, he hung floating in 
empty air, expectant. 
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“You will never speak of this.” The voice 
was veiy close to his ear, sexless and unac- 
cented. 

Benko said, “What — ” and was convulsed 
as voltage flashed through him. For long sec- 
onds electroshock throbbed into his cells, a 
species of pain new to his nervous system. 
Then he was coughing and choking, aware 
only by this that the current had cut off. His 
muscles, stimulated beyond response, 
twitched feebly throughout his body. 

Benko was breathing in shallow gasps as 

‘You will never 
speak of this.” 
The voice was 
very close to his 
ear, sexless and 
unaccented. 

he was drawn forward again. Curled into a 
ball, he did not react as the netting was 
twitched away and his body struck lightly 
against a bedding of familiar-smelling fluff. 
A rain of soft pellets, invisible in the dark- 
ness. Like a fossil, his buried form receded 
beneath undisturbed smoothness. When the 
first twinge of deceleration began, Benko 
was already unconscious. 

P AIN AND DIFFUSE LIGHT AS THOUGH 
shining through closed lids. 
Voices were above him, sound 
crunching closer. 

He was lifted by various hands 
into light and sound, muscles crying out and 
sudden nausea. Straps pulled across his 
chest and legs, and he felt the faint stress of 
hands hoisting unevenly at the stretcher. 

He was taken to an antiseptic-smelling in- 
firmary, probed with various devices, and 
questioned by a severe-looking physician, 
who told him he was lucky to be alive. 
Benko tried to ask about Ng but was too 
tired. Periods of sleep followed, and more 
questions he fended fretfully off. 

When he woke he was tired and sick, with 
the queasy foreknowledge that he would no 
longer be able to take refuge in sleep. In a 
bed next to his, a young child stirred un- 
easily, flushed and smelling of illness. 

Benko was still studying his surroundings 
when something flickered in his peripheral 
vision. He looked to the screen looking 
down on them from the comer, which a sec- 
ond earlier had been blank. YOU WILL 
NEVER SPEAK OF THIS, it read. 

Benko opened his mouth, but the surge 
struck then, leaping between a needle in his 
arm and his catheter as though threading 
him. The jolt lasted only a few seconds and 



ended before he was able to tear something 
loose. It was not as strong this time; in his 
weakened condition, it didn’t have to be. 

By the time the morning nurse arrived, 
Benko had composed himself. 

H e never spoke of it. When the 
grave adults arrived to ques- 
tion him about his transgres- 
sion, Benko whispered of 
hiding with Ng in the cushion- 
ing bin, of living off provisions in total dark- 
ness. No one seemed interested in the details 
of their dangerous and anti-social exploit, 
which was universally regarded as so irre- 
sponsible as to preclude comment. 

In the dorms the anathema that greeted 
him was tinged with awe. Vast obligations 
awaited everyone now that the reassembled 
Centaur was orbiting Neptune, and the two 
boys’ spectacular disgrace prompted little 
beyond stares from the children and chill 
scowls from the elders, which Benko knew 
would persist for some years. 

Ng was posted to the other capsule, as far 
from his fellow malefactor as possible. 
When they caught sight of each other on a 
work detail many weeks later, he met 
Benko’s glance for only a second before 
looking away, face pale and set. 

Benko’s schedule worked him 16 hours a 
day, leaving him able to do little afterward 
but fall into a bunk. He saw Lee at various 
work sites, where the promising student had 
been apprenticed to a responsible position. 
Lee nodded to him, once, with wary respect. 

Wan was deeply involved in his studies, 
and they never met again. A year later Benko 
saw him across the dining hall, sitting at a 
table with others as Benko came tiredly in. 
Wan’s expression when he saw Benko re- 
sembled that of a warlord seeing his victim’s 
ghost — as if, Benko sometimes thought in 
later years, he had glimpsed the endpoint of 
that heedless flamboyance he cultivated, and 
the hole it could irreparably bum in the fab- 
ric of social sanction. 

Benko lived another 30 years and died in 
a mining accident in the outer rings. He 
never discussed his adventure during the Re- 
versal, or wrote about it, not even on a piece 
of paper in a one-seat mining craft 6,000 kilo- 
meters from anything else. 

Sometimes he would smile when he no- 
ticed a screen in some odd comer of a room, 
and if he was alone, he might give it an ironic 
nod. He never showed surprise during the 
terrible years that followed, never asked 
friends where they thought it would end. 
When he heard a group of young men railing 
one evening against the Earth’s failure to 
help them, Benko said: “We are not lost; 
what would save us inhabits every atom, 
flickers in every pulse of current.” 

And when they stared, he added: “Just 
hope that the first spar catches you. The 
longer you fall, the harder you hit, and (he 
good will of the floor itself cannot help to re- 
verse your descent.” □ 
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BOOKS 

Continued from page 17 

nosaurs with the Roman Empire, with a tone 
out of the Three Stooges; “One Giant Step,” 
John Stith’s tale of the first dinosaurs on the 
moon; Susan Casper’s sad and horrifying 
“Betrayal”; and Gregory Feeley’s metafic- 
tional “Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Di- 
nosaur.” There’s enough variety here to 
satisfy every subgenre of SF dinosaur 
fan*Science fiction poetry has been around 
for as long as there has been science fiction, 
and Bruce Boston has been one of the finest 
practitioners of the form. His latest chap- 
book, Accursed Wives (Night Vision, 32 
pages, $3.50), gathers together for the first 
time the components of a poetry cycle which 
has concerned him over the years — a study 
of the spouses of many SF and horror ar- 
chetypes, and the trouble brought to them 
by their choices in love. From “Curse of the 
Alien’s Wife,” who has learned “to find a sure 
purchase on his slippery back,” and “knows 
that no mere human lover would ever please 
her again,” to “Curse of the Telepath’s Wife,” 
who knows that “her feminine wiles are use- 
less. There is no way to surprise him. Her 
slightest thought of infidelity she must wear 
as a brand of infidelity,” Boston has used the 
elicited figures of SF and horror to tell the 
unique secrets of the human heart. Some of 
the proceeds from the sale of this chapbook 
will be donated to the Montgomery County 
Women’s Crisis Council. The field should 
consider itself fortunate that a poet of this 
caliber has chosen to devote his immense 
talents to the speculative genre. 

•Long before the power elite in SF began 
to debate money and art over the online 
computer networks such as GEnie and Com- 
puServe, they debated ethics, complained 
about advances, wrote silly limericks and 
threw brickbats in a mimeographed fanzine 
for pros edited by the late Theodore 
Cogswell. Proceedings of the Institute for 
Twenty-First Century Studies (Advent Pub- 
lishing, 384 pages, hardcover, 8 1/2x11, 
$50.00) collects 350,000 words from over 20 
years of the in-print bull session that ran 
from 1959 through 1979. All of the profes- 
sional SF and fantasy writers and editors of 
the time are represented, from Isaac Asimov 
and Alfred Bester to Kurt Vonnegut and Don- 
ald A. Wolheim. Written nuggets like Poul 
Anderson’s doggerel “Robert A. Hein- 
lein/writes a very fine line./His views on sex 
are anything but inertial./Why is he so con- 
troversial?”, and John Brunner’s “SF writers 
don’t turn out better material because they 
can’t afford the time to do a hist-class job,” 
make reading PITFCS like eavesdropping on 
a cocktail party made up of the SF writers 
who turned you on when you were a kid. 

•Some SF writers publish their first dozen 
stories and go on to write novels and gain a 
career of fame and fortune. Others take a dif- 
ferent route, and after a hurry of publication, 



vanish forever into obscurity. William F. 1 
Brown has managed to take a different jour- r 

ney. Brown, who published 2 dozen stories 
2 generations ago in magazines such as Ar- 
gosy, and his writing career put on hiatus by 
a war. On December 8th, 1941, the day after 
the attack on Pearl Harbor, he enlisted as a 
fighter pilot, and when he returned, devoted 
the next 40 years to a career in education. 

Helping Hands Across the Galaxy (WFB 
Enterprises, trade paperback, 1993, 110 
pages, $13.50) marks Brown’s return to the 
SF arena after an absence of half a century. 

It is the stoiy of First Contact between hu- 
mans and beings from Glart, 14 foot tall cen- 
tipede-like creatures with 24 arms and 4 
eyestalks. As the book’s title would lead you 
to believe, the creatures here are a far cry 
from the hostile aliens we have all grown 
used to; the Glart have paid us a visit to try 
to save both of our worlds, each planet near 
death. The book also contains a dozen illus- 
trations by Kenneth Mazza, and a Glart-Eng- 
lish/English-Glart dictionary. 

•While many are debating whether or 
not we’ll ever find signs of intelligent life in 
the rest of the universe, one scientest has 
apparently made up his mind. Richard C. 
Hoagland, author of The Monuments of 
Mars: A City on the Edge of Forever 
(North Atlantic Books, trade paperback, 

420 pages, $16.95) belives that we are not 
alone, based on a mile-long Martian mesa 
that he feels is not a natural phenomenon, 
but rather an ancient sculpture of a human 
face. Hoagland, a former science consul- 
tant to Walter Cronkite, CBS News and 
NASA, backs up his theory with what he 
hopes is enough scientific data to turn his 
conjecture into accepted fact. The book 
contains a 48 page insert containing photos 
not only of this most famous of the arti- 
facts, but also computer-enhanced photos 
of what are purported to be pyramids and 
other structures built by alien intelligence. 

•Isaac Asimov, along with his co-editors 
Charles G. Waugh and Martin H. 
Greenberg, has already put together five 
volumes containing the best SF short nov- 
els, each focused on a decade from the l 30s 
through the ‘70s. Just completed before the 
Good Doctor’s death, The Mammoth Book 
of Modem Science Fiction (Carroll & Graf, 
trade paperback, 544 pages, $9.95) does for 
the ‘80s what the other volumes did for the 
previous 50 years -- assembles the best 
short novels representative of the covered- 
period. The volume contains its share of 
award-winners, such as Kim Stanley 
Robinson’s 1992 Nebula winner “The Blind 
Geometer,” Poul Anderson’s 1982 Hugo- 
winning “The Saturn Game,” and Robert 
Silverberg’s 1985 Nebula winner “Sailing to 
Byzantium.” Other featured authors 
include James Tiptree, Jr., Barry N. 
Malzberg, and Nancy Kress. Pick this book 
up to reacquaint yourself with works 
which in a very short time have managed 
to already become undisputed classics. 
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A nne McCaffery is the best- 
selling creator of Pern, that 
long-lost earth colony inhab- 
ited not only by humans, by 
tame and telepathic dragons 
with whom they are symbiotically pair- 
bonded. Her popular novels set in this world 
include Dragonflight, Dragonsinger, and All 
the Weyrs of Pern. Her other series include 
the ones begun with To Ride Pegasus, about 
a corps of parapsychological investigators, 
and The Ship Who Sang, about a deformed 
girl grafted into a spaceship. There’s much 
more, as a recent 340 page bibliography of 
her work will attest. 

Michael Whelan has won 11 Hugo 
Awards, more than any other science fiction 
artist. In the two decades during which he 
has been drawing professionally, he has 
come to dominate the SF field, one of the 
reasons we chose his artwork to illustrate 
our premiere edition. His volumes of col- 
lected artwork, including Michael Whelan’s 
Works of Wonder are treasures of the genre. 

Hal Clement published his first fiction 
over 50 years ago, deep in the heart of the 
Golden Age, and he still going strong as we 
near the millennium. He has written several 
of the classic novels of the SF field, includ- 
ing Needle and Mission of Gravity. His lat- 
est book, Isaac’s Universe: Fossil, will be 
published in November by DAW. When not 
writing Hard SF stories, Clement is a high 
school science teacher in Milton, Massachu- 
setts and a frequent traveller of the conven- 
tion circuit. 

Martha Soukup sold the first story she 
wrote as an adult to Teny Carr for his clas- 
sic Universe anthology series, and immedi- 
ately went on to the Clarion SF Writing 
Workshop that same year. She has been 
nominated for three Hugos and three Nebu- 
las for the same three stories: “Over the Long 
Haul,” “Dog’s Life” and “The Arbitrary Place- 
ment of Walls”. She tells us, “I’m not work- 
ing on a novel, and yes, I know you can’t 
make a living writing short fiction.” 

Debbie Hughes has been illustrating for 
over a decade. She started her SF work for 
Baen Books in 1989, although these works 
were not published until 1990. She has illus- 
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trated many of Easton Press’ leather-bound 
limited edition series of classic SF novels, 
including Kingsley Amis’ The Alteration, 
Mike Resnick’s Purgatory, and Alexei Pan- 
shin’s Rite of Passage. She studied art at 
Furman University, and looks forward to 
amassing enough SF art assignments to fill a 
coffee table art book. 

Doug Beason is a USAF officer with a 
Ph.D in Physics. His recent collaborations 
with Kevin Anderson include Lifeline and 
The Dinity Paradox. 

Geoffrey A. Landis shelf is getting full of 
awards. In addition to his 1989 Hugo for 
“Ripples in the Dirac Sea,” he has recently 
added a Hugo for “A Walk in the Sun. ” 
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Don Webb 

T hough he has written darker 
works, John Morressy is per- 
haps most well-known for his 
light-hearted series of adven- 
tures about the wizard Kendri- 
gan. He has just finished a young adult novel 
titled The Juggler, which he calls “a Faustian 
coming of age story.” It’s about a young boy 
who makes a deal with the devil to become 
a great juggler, leading to his disillusioning 
and eventual redemption. He is currently 
working on a new stoiy about Kendrigan, 
taking off in a humorous fashion on his own 
recent near death experience. For every 
story he writes, he thinks of dozens more. 
“You don’t run out of material,” he says. “You 
run out of time.” 

Gregory Feeley has recently had stories 
published in the anthologies Full Spectrum 
4 and Dinosaur Fantastic. He is currently at 
work on a biography of James Blish. 

D. William Shunn is a graduate of the 
Clarion SF writing Workshop held each sum- 
mer in East Lansing Michigan. Coinciden- 
tally enough, other attendees that very same 
year included Resa Nelson (whose story in 
our first issue proved very popular), Science 
Forum participant Geoffrey A. Landis and 
Martha Soukup. 

Don Webb currently has a chapbook out 
from WordCraft of Oregon titled Seventh 
Day and After. He is hard at work at a novel 
and a nonfiction book on magical papyri. He 
lives in Austin with his wife Rosemary. 
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Fantasy Art allows us to 

travel to realms beyond the mundane 
"'realities of the “Real” world, to 
realms of an alternative reality where 
■,1 anything is possible, to realms that 
offer the substance of our dreams, to 
realms that fire the imagination. 



TRICERA-TOT 



BRONZE ED. OPEN 



L. AST STUDIO 



21352 NORDHOFF ST., SUITE 1 1 3 
• CHATSWORTH, CA 91311 
CALL AND SHARE A DREAM 
818-718-6172 
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Follow Your Dreams 




The Art of James C. Christensen. Getting It Right, (top) 
The Art of James Gurney. The Excursion, (bottom) 

Limited edition fine art prints. 



> be your guide in 
i little left of real- 



r' 

i 



THE GREENWICH 
WORKSHOP 



H 



Let The Greenwich Workshop 
James C. Christensen's "land a 
ity" and James Gurney's "land 
apart from time," where fan- 
tasy and fine art meet. Through 
the fine art prints and posters 
of these two artists, you can 
discover Gurney's Dinotopia® 
and join Christensen on The 
Voyage of the Basset (a storybook 
of fine art in the Dinotopia tra- 
dition, tobepublishedinl995). I ST/,e. U g/m.cooe^/ -“-I 



. Please send me complimentary information on the art of James C. 
| Christensen and James Gumey, and the nameand address of my nearest 
| authorized Greenwich Workshop dealer. 

| Name 

| Street __ 

I City i State 

| Zip Phone 



Look for more from these award-winning artists in 
the months ahead, and remember — their amaz- 
ing art is published exclusively 
by The Greenwich Workshop 
I and is available only through 
I authorized Greenwich Work- 
I shopdealersthroughoutNorth 
I America. Write or call today 
I for more information and the 
I name and address of the au- 
I thorized Greenwich Work- 
shop dealer nearest you. 



THE GREENWICH WORKSHOP, INC., 30 Lindeman Drive. Trumbull, CT 06611 • Toll free (800) 243-4246 

THE GREENWICH WORKSHOP LTD., 3781 Victoria Park Avenue, Unit 6, Scarborough, Ontario M1W 3K5 • (416) 490-8342 * Toll free (800) 263-4001 



